Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



' > . ■ ■ - 
I r ^ T ■ 







« T 



{ J . \ : ' 



• * • 



. I 



l^ 



?"• 



\ 




WYMAN AND SONS, PRINTERS, 

GRBAT QUEEN STREET LINCOLN's-INN FIELDS, 

LONDON W.C 



"THAT CHILD." 



BY THE AUTHOR OF 

"THE ATELIER DU LVS," "IN THE OLDEN TIME," 
"SYDONIE'S DOWRY," etc. 



IIXUSTSATED BY GORDON BROWNE. 



LONDON : 

HATCHARDS, PICCADILLY. 

1885. 



')^v\. i. u^. 



2 THAT CHILD. 

and bask there for hours before even a carfc passes, 
perhaps until the shadows of the houses opposite 
lengthen with sunset, and take the warmth from 
him. The market-hall stands at its month, a quaint 
edifice, constructed of wood and red and black 
plaster, mounted on wooden legs. A little old 
staircase leads up to the hall overhead, and on the 
broad step made by the edge of the stone floor 
below, two or three old men from St. Wulfstan's 
almshouse, who look almost as aged as the old hall, 
and much more decrepit, are sure to be sitting on 
fine days, slowly dropping out a remark now and 
then, as they feebly smoke, with crutch or stick 
laid beside them, and look out into the sunny 
vacancy of the street, and note who chances to 
come in and out of the gates of the opposite 
garden. They are now the only token left to re- 
mind Ashbury that once there had existed a great 
charitable foundation, known as St. Wulf stands 
Hospital, but which now had dwindled down to a 
bare maintenance for a few old people. 

That it had done so was an ever-present annoy- 
ance to Simon Ashbury, a great antiquarian and 
archaeologist, who lived close to the market-hall, in 
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an ancient comer house^ black and white, with 
square, projecting windows filled with little diamond 
panes, high gables, and a small garden, through 
which a flagged path led to the door, — a house 
evidently always kept in good preservation by 
owners who were very proud of it. For at least 
four hundred years it had always been inhabited by 
Ashburys, a family who bore the same name as the 
town in which they lived, and who* were equally 
proud of name and house ; but now the long line 
was ending in a widower, who had married late in 
life, and one year later stood by the grave o£ his 
wife and child in the shadow of the fine old church, 
which stood at the end of the narrow passage 
leading past his house, out of the High-street, with 
a great bell-tower standing beside it. It looked 
like a strong keep, only with a much more modern 
spire perched like a fool's cap upon its venerable 
head, to the indignation of all antiquaries. 

Since that time, which seemed quite to crush 
him, Simon Ashbury had retired more and more 
into himself, taking little share in such society as 
the country town ofiered, and spending his days in 
studying music, for which he had a great gift. On 
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the death of the old organist, he had volunteered 
to take his place unpaid, to the great satisfaction of 
the vicar, who did not know one tune from another, 
and thenceforward thankfully devolved all the 
musical part of the service on Simon, no heavy 
burden after all, for the choir attempted nothing 
beyond hymns and chanting the Doxology; but 
such of the congregation as were musical listened 
with delight to the voluntaries which he played as 
the congregation entered and left the church, while 
others grumbled occasionally about the length of 
them. Indeed, though kept in some order as to 
how long he played while people came in, by a 
signal from the chorister nearest him when he 
seemed oblivious how time was passing, he would 
go on playing in the empty building, unconscious 
of all but his music and his thoughts, until the 
clerk came to warn him that he was about to lock 
up the church, and that the blower wanted to go 
home to dinner; and even then, had not the air 
suddenly ceased to fill the pipes, perhaps Simon 
would have still played on. 

Over the way, on the other side of the market- 
hall, stood the red-brick house belonging to Miss 
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Philippa Beaumont, in its own grounds, with a 
wide lawn and great trees about it. Compared to 
the black-and-white houses of the High-street, this 
one was quite modern, although it dated at latest 
from Queen Anne^s time. Here for many years 
two maiden sisters had lived a very quiet life, 
though by rank and fortune by far the most leading 
people in Ashbury. The elder had died just before 
the making of the railway, which ran about a mile 
from the town — some people said that she had 
been so much perturbed by the innovation that it 
had killed her. The younger went on living her 
solitary life in the red-brick house, rarely going 
from home, and as rarely inviting any guests ; she 
read a great deal and gave away a great deal of 
money. There was a third sister, but she had 
struck out a line for herself after their father's 
death, years before. She was of another natm'e to 
the two elder ones, — an active, bustling person, 
who had become a sort of free lance of charity, 
doing little bits of hard work, now here, now there, 
in her own peculiar fashion, useful, esteemed, but 
far less liked or likeable than her sisters. She had 
not been in Ashbury for some years; her good 
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works absorbed her almost entirely; and besides^ 
althongh a good woman^ she had not the knack 
of getting on happily with her relations^ and 
generally disapproved so decidedly both of their 
tastes and their styles of charity that it was clearly 
best they should live apart. 

She disapproved particularly of an act of kind- 
ness shown by Philippa after the eldest sister^s 
death, or rather of the way in which it was done. 

Most injudicious,^' she both said and wrote. 

Bring up that child if you will, but make her fit 
to earn her bread instead of pampering her/' but 
she spoke and wrote in vain. " That child '' was 
one known in Ashbury as Avice Seaman, and she 
had at one time aroused a strong general interest 
in the town, although it had died out since, as time 
effaced the recollection of a great calamity, and 
people grew accustomed to her presence ; but any 
allusion to Avice would still recall the memory of 
that winter night of icy wind and blinding snow, 
when, while the Ashbury folks sat quietly by warm 
hearths, two trains ran into one another at the 
mouth of a tunnel a couple of miles away, and in 
an instant all was confusion, wounds, shrieks. 
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and destraction. There was no help near; the 
gathering darkness added to the distress and con- 
fusion. The stoker of one train was fatally injured^ 
the guard of the other hardly less so ; a luggage- 
van was literally smashed to pieces^ and a whole 
block of carriages almost equally damaged. For- 
tunately^ only a few people were travelling on this 
branch line that winter nighty but hardly one of 
these escaped quite unhurt^ and a young woman^ 
accompanied by a child^ was killed. The child^ 
when taken out of the wreck of wood and iron^ 
appeared dead too, but proved only severely bruised 
and stunned by a blow from part of the roof which 
lay upon her. Ashbury rose up with a great start 
from its habitual torpor when the miserable news 
reached it, and there was no lack of kindness or 
help. Every one was full of sympathy and good- 
will, and offers of service. But for the woman 
there was nothing to be done but lay her in a 
nameless grave : no one knew anything about her ; 
she and her child had been the only occupants of 
the carriage in which they were found, and no 
letter or other token could be discovered by which 

any one could guess whence she had come or what 
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her name might be. The ticket in her purse 
merely showed that she had taken it from a 
junction between Ashbury and London. 

In the general destruction of luggage, it was 
difficult for any one to reclaim his scattered pos- 
sessions ; of those taken to the lost-luggage office, 
many were never even asked for. The poor 
stranger^s, no doubt, were among these. She 
looked a lady, and her dress had rather a foreign 
air — ^that was all that was to be discovered. Very 
general sympathy was aroused, and there was a 
large attendance at the funeral. Then came the 
question of what was to be done with the child, 
beginning to rally, but still lying between life and 
death at the station-master^s, where she had been 
carried; and the natural alarm at the prospect of 
having her on the hands of any one who ventured 
to be too much interested awoke, and chilled a 
good many who had been hitherto forward in 
expressions of kindness. 

By the time the child had recovered enough to 
be pronounced likely to do well, some people had 
begun to say that, if her family could not be 
discovered, she would have to go to the workhouse. 
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and though others exclaimed and protested^ they 
did not oflTer to avert the necessity. 

It was clear that the station -master^s wife, who 
had little ones of her own, could not be expected 
to adopfc this waif. She was doing her utmost by 
nursing her without any prospect of payment, and 
began to feel the burden heavy, and her husband 
grumbled ominously. She came anxiously to con- 
sult the vicar, but got no great comfort from him, 
for he was an elderly bachelor, who gave all his 
affections to his garden, and would have been very 
much interested in the child had she been a rare 
bulb or a slip, but felt quite unable to advise as the 
case stood. He was kind-hearted, however, when 
sufficiently roused, and bestirred himself to make a 
suggestion when he saw she was going away in 
tears. 

'' See what Miss Philippa Beaumont has to pro- 
pose,^' he said, and then went back to his roses 
with a sigh of relief at having shifted the respon- 
sibility. 

So the station-master's wife left the Vicarage, 
and went through the little street, far too narrow 
for any vehicle to go along it, at the further 
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end of which was Simon Ashbury's black-and* 
white house, passed by the market-hall, and 
entered Miss Beaumont's gates. It was with a 
much-cheered aspect that she returned, with 
Philippa's tall figure by her side, to the house 
where the sick child lay, still only dimly con- 
scious, and all unaware of her loss. Philippa 
was full of an eager benevolence, which never 
allowed any prudent hesitation when a kind ac- 
tion could be done. But then, as less generous 
neighbours remarked, she had plenty of money 
and no one dependent on her, and could do as 
she pleased. At all events, she did do as she 
pleased with very little consideration of what any 
one might say, or perception of it; for she lived 
too entirely in a dreamy far-away world of study 
and benevolence to know much of what was said 
or done in the every- day one around her, where 
she often got laughed at and cheated, but never 
was warned or troubled by it. The result of her 
visit to the station-master's was that she under- 
took the care of the child, and promised to be 
responsible for her future should her family re- 
main unknown; apd it seemed as if this would 
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be the case^ for no one inqaired about ber^ .and 
the few words she uttered were French, which 
seemed to suggest that she and her mother were 
foreigners. She looked between six and seven 
years old. In point of fact she was quite two 
years older, but her slight make, and very 
fair freckled complexion and small features, com- 
bined with the weakness which long remained 
after she had begun to recover, gave the im- 
pression of her being much younger than she really 
was. 

As soon as the doctor would allow her to be 
moved, she was taken to the red-brick house 
which was to be her home, and no doubt the 
poor little brain was inexpressibly bewildered by 
this new and sudden change from the rooms and 
faces which were just growing a little familiar 
to her, to fresh and unknown ones. For a time 
she hardly spoke, but looked dull and confused, 
though sometimes she would fall into a passion 
of resentment at her inability either to make 
herself understood, or understand what was said 
to her. They made out that she asked vehemently 
at such times for her mother, declaring she 
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would go away and find her ; but thougli Philippa 
read French fluently she had never spoken it, 
and her attempts only perplexed the child. What 
her name was remained long uncertain, but from 
such answers as she made, when at length she 
began to speak a little English, it appeared to 
be Seaman. This seemed to contradict the notion 
of her being French, but then she might belong 
to an English family who had lived abroad, or 
have had a French bonne. What Christian name 
she bore no one could make out at all, but 
Philippa, who was never at a loss for a theory, 
suggested that she had been called ^^ Baby,'^ and 
did not know herself otherwise. She certainly 
seemed to recognise this word, and as, when 
Philippa had once constructed a theory, it was 
next to impossible to shake her faith in it, she 
asked no more, nor troubled herself further to 
investigate this matter. Still, as she said, the 
child must have a Christian name, and she medi- 
tated much what to call her. 

It chanced that she was just then reading a life 
of St. Elizabeth of Hungary, which interested 
her very much, and by means of it she had 
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learned two things whicli were new to her — first, 
that St. Elizabeth^s ancestress, Hedwig, was the 
sister of that unhappy Agnes de Meranie, whom 
Philip Augustus loved and married for their 
mutaal misfortune; and secondly, that the name 
of Hedwig was another form of the English 
A vice. Only one who lives in the world of 
books, and to whom past times are almost more 
vivid and a ^^at deal more interesting than 
present ones, could understand how much delight 
Philippa Beaumont got out of her two dis- 
coveries. One result was that she settled that 
the little foundling should be called either Hedwig 
or Avice. She hesitated long, but happily it 
struck her that if the child really was French, 
her parents, who no doubt were sufferers from 
the Franco- Prussian war, just then raging, would 
object to the German name. Even though she 
might never know who they were, she would 
have felt it wrong to act against their probable 
wishes, and the scale descended in favour of 
Avice; and as Avice Seaman she became known 
in Ashbury, where some echoed the opinion 
of the youngest Miss Beaumont, as to the 
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unwisdom of treating her as an adopted child, 
and others said it was jast like Philippa's 
kind heart. One or two ventured to ask what 
she meant to do with her^ and then it appeard 
that she had no definite plan at all. She did 
not realise that it could be necessary to have 
one. 

Four years had passed since then, and Avice 
had had a happy, if unusual, life. Philippa and 
the child appeared to suit one another perfectly, 
though to others Avice was not engaging or 
attractive. There was very little discipline and 
no regular education in Philippa^s system, if 
system it could be called. She talked to Avice 
of all the subjects which interested herself, under 
the full belief that she was teaching her, without 
ever inquiring how much the little pitcher could 
hold of the flood poured into it, and she never 
discovered if the child was not listening. But 
usually she did listen, even if she often did not 
comprehend, for Philippa was a delightful talker, 
and full of strong interest in whatever she hap- 
pened to be studying, and she was always studying 
something ; but such knowledge as Avice acquired 
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was tumbled headlong into her mind, and lay 
there in disorder. 

Even yet her brain worked slowly, thoagh with 
occasional starts of activity which made her, at 
her dull times, seem wilfully perverse, and she 
would have been very trying to a teacher more 
obervant of her, and less absorbed in the subject 
they had in hand. 

She was a strange, wayward, wilful creature, 
neither caressing nor winning, and far from pretty, 
with something impish about her, which translated 
itself into saucy speeches and provoking pranks; 
bat, though Miss Beaumont would call her "My 
elf,'^ she was deaf and blind to all which was 
naughty in her ways; it made no impression on 
her when described by others, since it rarely came 
under her own eyes ; so when the servants com- 
plained, 9he would listen astonished, and forget 
the remonstrance she had promised to make. 

It was not very clear whether Avice loved her, 
or any one else, except Cupid, the Skye-terrier 
puppy, who was as impish and irritating as her- 
self : but Philippa and her foundhng seemed very 
well satisfied so long as they were together, and 
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Ashbury matrons vainly shook their heads over 
the way in which ^^ that child " was being brought 
up. 

For nearly six months, however, they had not 
been together. Miss Beaumont had been reluc- 
tantly persuaded to go to London to see an old 
friend, saying she should stay one week. The 
friend, uneasy at her looks, and perhaps stimu- 
lated by some confidences from Mrs. Gauntlett, 
Philippa's maid and housekeeper, who had ac- 
companied her, insisted on her consulting a 
physician, which she did, protesting that she 
was perfectly well, only a little tired and shaken 
by the journey. She had never been a very 
strong woman, though always considering her- 
self so, and acting as if she were. She left 
the consulting-room, warned that a very serious 
illness was hanging over her, and that she must 
not think of returning home until she had re- 
covered from it. She never did recover. Her 
indomitable hopefulness prevented her from be- 
lieving, what soon every one else knew, that 
she would probably not rally from the operation, 
which yet was her one feeble chance of life. 
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Her sister Priscilla came to be with her; and, 
though she was the worst of nurses, on the whole 
it was well for them to be together, for they 
were truly attached, in their own fashion, to one 



another; but she would not believe there was 
any need for giving directions for the future. 

'^ YoM know what I wish,'' she would say ; 
her incapability of seeing things as they really 
were preventing her from understanding how 
certain it was that Miss Priscilla would take her 
own peculiar way of carrying out any wishes ex- 
pressed. " But I shall go home soon/' 

She did go home, but not to Ashbury. The 
little town heard with a shock of regret that she 
was gone from among them for ever. 

They thought she would be buried in Ashbury 
churchyard, with her parents and elder sister, 
and there was a certain not unpleasant expecta- 
tion of a grand funeral. The eldest Miss Beau- 
mont had left full directions for hers, and it was 
conducted accordingly, in a stately, old-fashioned 
way, — with hearse and waving plumes, hat-bands, 
scarves and gloves, and funeral cakes, shaped 
like little coffins, to be sent round to relations 
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and friends^ besides a great ricli one^ slices of 
which were cut and oflFered, with wine, to visitors 
when they came later to pay their ceremonial 
call of condolence on the surviving sister. But^ 
although Fhilippa had strictly carried out her 
sister's wishes^ such pomp as this was not to her 
own taste. She had cared very little for show 
or luxury in life, spending her money on others, 
and careless of herself. Although her incredulity 
as to her dangerous state prevented her from 
giving orders as to many things which it would 
have been well for her to leave directions upon, 
she had stated more than once that whenever 
she should die her funeral was to be as simple 
as possible : otherwise she had left no orders ; 
she had not even looked at her will, made years 
before, and no provision was made for Avice, — 
Avice, who for the last half year had been run- 
ning wild, with no one to keep her in check, 
when Mrs. Gauntlett, the housekeeper, of whom 
she stood in some little awe, had gone away to 
London with her mistress. It was one of those 
strange oversights which seem as unaccountable 
as deplorable. The old house, and the income. 
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and Avice^ all passed into the hands of Miss 
Priscilla Beaumont^ for^ fortunately^ the house 
and land was left by their father's will to each 
sister in succession ; and how Priscilla would deal 
with them remained to be seen. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

CHILPEEIC. 

QIMON ASHBURY was sitting meditatively 
at his writing-table witli a number of manu- 
script notes before him which he had been looking 
through. He rose^ lost in thought^ and walked 
several times up and down the long room which 
ran the whole length of the first floor of the old 
house^ with its projecting window looking out at 
one end on flat, green fields, bordered by ditches 
and grey willows or low hedges as far as eye could 
reach, and at the other across the High-street to the 
trees in the Beaumont garden. As he stood look- 
ing out, and thinking, without much perception of 
anything outside his own mind, something roused 
him all at once. His blue eyes, which had re- 
tained somewhat of the clear guilelessness of 
childhood, suddenly brightened, his figure straight- 
ened itself, the old man was on the alert. He had 
seen a flash of black and yellow among those trees 
over the way such as had never met his gaze 
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before^ and suggested that he might have to add 
to the list of birds found near Ashbury — which he 
had long been compiling — the name of a golden 
oriole. There was a tradition that a pair had 
once built in the vicarage garden^ but it was too 
vague to deserve more than a passing mention. 
With all his desire to include a rare visitant 
among the fauna of Ashbury, Simon was far too 
experienced and wary a naturalist to lend a ready 
ear to such tales. He ran for his hat, and his 
housekeeper, astonished to hear him running 
down-stairs at full speed, hurried out of the 
kitchen, just in time to see him vanish round 
the house and through the gate of the opposite 
house, looking up into the air as he went. Un- 
conscious of her amazement, he went along, 
gazing anxiously into the great limes, now just 
in their fresh leafy beauty, as yet untouched by 
rude winds or the summer heat which by-and-by 
would darken their foliage. Many little birds 
were chirping among them, but not the only one 
which just then had any interest for Simon 
Ashbury, The old gardener, whom Philippa 
JBeaumont had employed because no one else would 
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put np with His obstinacy and slowness^ was 
weeding the drive with deliberation which pro- 
mised to give one weed time to grow while he 
pulled up the next. Simon hurried up to him. 

" Good day, Zachary/' he said, hurriedly ; " you 
have been here all the morning. Now, have yon 
happened to notice a bird about as big as a 
thrush, black and yellow ? I know you are a 
good hand about birds.'' 

" Oh, ay, I am that,'' said Zachary, turning 
his head aside, and fixing one eye on Simon, 
much as a bird himself might have done. '^ I 
expect there's few in these parts knows as much, 
though there's some as thinks they do, no doubt." 

^'Well, have you seen the bird I speak of?" 
asked Simon, ignoring this palpable hit. '^ I saw 
it fly into that lime just now." 

'* There's no such bird been here," said Zachaiy, 
with determination; ''if there had I must have 
seen it." 

'' But I tell you I did see it," replied Simon, 
a good deal moved from his usual placidity, but 
well aware it was worse than useless to quarrel 
with the provoking old man, who was a bird- 
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catcher in his leisure hours^ and really knew as 
mucli about the '* feathered gent *' as he asserted. 
" It was a golden oriole, the bird that is said to 
have built in the vicarage garden forty years ago, 
according to an entry in Gerald Wilson's journal, 

published in the ArchaDological but that's no 

matter/' 

" Oh, aye, some folks would take a 'orned howl 
for a blue Isaac, or a blue Isaac for a 'omed 
howl," said Zachary. (A "blue Isaac" was the 
local name for a hedge-sparrow.) '^ I expect what 
yon saw was a jay." 

" A jay ! " exclaimed Simon, outraged. '^ Do 
you think I don't know a jay when I see one ? 
Is a jay black and yellow ? I tell yon it was a 
golden oriole, and nothing but a golden oriole." 

^^ As you like, sir, but it stands to reason 
I should have seen it if 'twere in this garden," 
replied Zachary, unmoved ; " but the gentry alius 
likes to believe they knows best." 

And he pulled up a dandelion with an air 
of calm contempt. Simon went on through the 
garden, looking up into the trees and shrubs, but 
without catching sight of his bird. There were 
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cole-tits and blue-tits in all sorts of positions as 
they hunted for green-fly on the rose-trees which 
covered the front of the house; a pair of chaf- 
finches caUed ^' Pink ! fink ! '' at the top of their 
voices; speckled thrushes hopped boldly on the 
lawn; a shabby hen blackbird rushed out of a 
bush with a scream as if his approach had sent 
her into hysterics ; the note of some newly-arrived 
summer visitant was recognised by his practised 
ear; all the small fowls of the air seemed at 
home in this shady spot, except the golden oriole. 
As Simon went round the house, he remembered 
that some one had told him it was the day on 
which Philippa Beaumont was to be buried. The 
blinds were all down, the front door shut; the 
house looked deserted — ^a strange contrast to the 
sweet May day, and the freshness of spring all 
round it. It occurred to him to wonder what 
had become of Avice Seaman. The next instant 
he came in sight of the wide lawn, unbroken by 
flower-beds, but with two or three great cedars 
sweeping the turf, and his unspoken question was 
answered. 

A line of flower-pots stood arranged on stakes 
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half across it^ and at these^ from a considerable 
distance^ a child with a mane of yellow hair was 
aiming a short stick, very dexterously, seldom 
failing to hit the mark at which she flung it. If 
the pot were knocked over and broken her triumph 
was complete, and she leaped in the air and 
clapped her hands with a shout of joy. She was 
so absorbed by her game that she did not notice 
Simon, who stood watching her, diverted from his 
quest by the earnestness and adroitness which she 
showed. Old Zachary, who had followed unper- 
ceived, inwardly jealous and disquieted about the 
oriole, — ^though he would not have admitted it 
to save his life,— bustled forward, spluttering with 
wrath. 

^' Miss Avice ! Miss Avice ! '' he cried. '* Drat 
that child, she's alius in mischief. You be off, 
missy, and don't let me catch you again breaking 
of my pots, or you'll see something you don't 
like." 

Avice replied by a laugh of defiance, aimed a 
stick at a last pot, and then, suddenly changing 
its direction, sent it flying between Simon and the 
gardener, so that both involuntarily started apart. 



26 THAT CHILD, 

She laughed agaio^ looked at them like a very 
embodiment of mischief and mockerVi and ran off 
to the house, while Zachary muttered, angrily, 

^^It's time some one came to set that child to 
rights; she's an out-and-out little '' He swal- 
lowed an uncomplimentary word as he met Simon's 
eyes with a smile in them. '^And not a bit of 
feeling, too, at her pranks like that, the very 
day poor Miss Philippa is laid in her grave. Ah, 
well, we shall have Miss Priscilla here soon, and 
she won't stand no nonsense," Zachary said, with 
a certain savage satisfaction. 

Simon could not help wondering whether, 
among the reforms which Miss Priscilla might 
carry out, Zachary would not find himself included. 
It would require a very tolerant mistress to put 
up with him or his style of gardening, and Simon 
was the more disposed to think so when he asked, 
with a chuckle, 

'^ Well, Muster Ashbury, you don't seem to find 
the horiole, do you ? Maybe, 'fcwas a jay after 
all." 

Simon walked away, and Zachary went back to 
his weeding in a leisurely manner; but, discover- 
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ing dinner-time was almost at hand^ thought it 
waste of time to begin again only to leave off, 
and, leaning on the spade with which he had 
been rooting up plantains and dandelions, looked 
vaguely about him. As he did so, something 
moved in a shrub close by, something yellow and 
black. The old man opened his eyes and mouth 
and stared at it. 

'^ Why His/' he said aloud, as conviction forced 
itself upon him. ''Muster Ashbury was right, 
after all. But I'm not going to let him know 
that,'' he added quickly ; '' he's a deal too much 
set up with his knowledge already. No, I'm not 
going to tell him, though I daresay it would be 
as good as half-a- crown to me," he added ruefully. 
'' Shooh ! shooh ! get along with ye. I wish I 
had a gun here, I do. You'd sell for something 
to Muster Price, the bird-stuffer in Hereford. 'Tis 
a main pity not to shoot you." 

"You'd better!" cried the defiant voice of 
Avice. She had been to the house, and now re- 
turned with a basket in which was her dinner, 
taken by herself, without leave asked, from the 
larder. ''Oh, the beauty! Fly away, pretty 
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one; nobody shall touch you. We don't let our 
birds be shot — don't be afraid. Miss Philippa will 
send stupid old Zachary away if he hurts you.'* 

'^ However dare you talk like that^ and Miss 
Philippa laid in the grave this day?'' said 
Zachary. '^You've got no heart, that's what it 



is." 



}> 



'^ Yes, that's what Eliza has just been saying, 
answered Avice. Eliza was the housemaid, and 
she had been scandalised by Avice rushing in 
and meeting her, taking her round the waist, and 
spinning her round. '^I can't help it; it's not 
my fault, and I daresay it's more comfortable. 
Do you want me to cry, like this ? " putting her 
knuckles in her eyes. '^I'd try, only I've lost 
my pocket-handkerchief, and I should not like 
to use yours." 

^' You've lost something else, and that's a good 
friend," said Zachary, really angry, for all her 
household had truly loved kind Philippa Beau- 
mont ; " and that you're like to learn." 

" Oh, well, I daresay I shall find another," said 
Avice, and ran off, while he shook his head 
solemnly as he looked after her. 
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'^That lass will come to no good/' he said 
aloud. '* Wherever be she going now ? '' 

For Avice had run down the drive, and he 
heard the heavy iron gates clang after her. 

Avice had not quite made up her mind where 
she would go. The gloom of the house weighed 
on her. She was frightened and bewildered by 
the news of Miss Beaumont^s death, even though 
she hardlv realised it as a fact. There was a 
dreary sense of loss and apprehension, but the 
knowledge that she was expected to show sorrow 
and shed tears had the effect of driving her into 
bravado and apparent hardness. There were sobs 
struggling now in her throat, but it only made 
her the more outwardly indifferent. In the dark- 
ness, alone in her bed these last nights, she had 
cried passionately, but by day she had succeeded 
in showing so little feeling that it was no wonder 
all the household thought her a stony-hearted little 
ingrate. She resented very much being told on 
all hands that she owed everything to Philippa. 
To be called on for gratitude roused her into 
angry revolt. It was to shake off her painful, 
confused sensations that she laughed, and ran, and 
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shouted on this sad day^ but no one could know 
that. 

After a moment's panse of indecision^ she deter- 
mined to escape from all these tiresome people^ 
and spend the rest of the day out of doors. She 
called Cupid, the Skye puppy, and turned her 
steps towards the Midsummer Hill, which she had 
occasionally visited with. Miss Philippa, who had 
told her that sacrifices had been offered there and 
solemn services held in days before Saxon or 
Norman foot had trodden English soil ; and they 
had traced out the British camp which had once 
crowned its summit; and Avice had heard, too, 
how, in much later days, when England rose up 
with one accord to encounter the Spaniard, a 
beacon had flared there which could be seen by 
twelve counties tound. Although the country 
around Ashbnry was flat and pastoral, not far off 
a chain of rocky hills, covered with short, slippery 
turf, rose abruptly from the plain. It was no 
trifling distance from Ashbury to the Midsummer 
Hill, but Philippa had been an indefatigable 
walker, and Avice had learned to be the same, 
acquiring much of Philippa's stoical indifference 
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to heat^ cold^ hunger or fatigue^ when interested 
in anything^ and not a little of her entire forget- 
fulness of time or regular hours. There never 
had been any possibility of guessing when Philippa 
would eome in if once she went out^ nor when she 
would lay aside any occupation which engrossed 
her^ and all meals were movable feasts in her 
house. 

Avice had led exactly the same Ufe, sitting up 
late and eating at hap-hazard^ but always rising 
very early, for Philippa was one of those people 
who hardly seem to need sleep, and it could not 
be impressed on her that all this was singularly 
bad for a child. Probably the want of sleep and 
regular meals had contributed to keep Avice small 
and thin — ^at all events, it had made her a very 
unruly little mortal, and in these last months, 
when she had no companions but servants, who 
had no authority over her, she had grown quite 
unmanageable. 

She walked sturdily on, sometimes calling to 
Cupid, who rushed* about> a tangle of woolly hair, 
looking as if a door-mat had come to life, but 
oftener marching along with her lips tight shut. 
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and taking no notice of tHe country sights and 
sounds which she loved^ though she stopped once 
with irrepressible interest as she saw a weasel run 
out of a drain across the road, and discovered 
that the dust was all marked with tracks of little 
paws, showing that this was a weasel-run. '^ Miss 
Philippa would have liked to see that," she 
thought, and closed her lips faster and went on. 
The sense of loneliness and loss was growing very 
strong. She did not think at all about her own 
future, or Miss Priscilla, on whose will and plea- 
sure it would depend. She only wanted her friend, 
the one person to whom she had belonged since 
that terrible night which cut her life in two. The 
blank which followed had been at first complete ; 
it was only from time to time that anything which 
preceded it returned to her memory, and often, 
when she seemed to have grasped some frag- 
ment of recollection, it eluded her, and was gone 
again, leaving a painful sense of loss and bewilder- 
ment. 

In a couple of hours she reached the slope which 
she wanted to climb. She was tired, but she 
set herself to mount it, scorning to take a round- 
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about way^ and ascending the steep hill-side va-^ 
liantly. There was no kind of danger^ but it was 
hard work ; even Cupid seemed to find it so as 
they toiled up, with the view over the plain ex- 
tending wider and wider into blue distance and 
to far-off ranges of hills in other counties as they 
went higher. Avice liked the sense of space and 
freedom in this great view; the silence and soli- 
tude had a charm for her, though she could not 
have told why. 

Just below the British camp a donkey was 
tethered, with her shaggy little foal beside her. 
Cupid ran and barked at them, so Avice, to atone 
for the fright he had given them, took a roll from 
her basket and divided it between them. The 
mother-donkey had a long, patient, weary face, 
the foal an inquiring and wondering one, but both 
roused up into intelligent interest when the bread 
was produced, and the foal showed such appre- 
ciation of a handful of chocolate drops as made 
Avice laugh aloud. They looked wistfully after 
her as she went on, having awakened a taste for 
luxuries in them which it is to be feared would 
never again be gratified. She stood looking 

D 
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for some time upon the expanse belowj a vast 
panorama where many towers of castles and 
cathedrals rose in the mist of distance. Avice 
had learned to know them all from Philippa^ and 
to name all the hills^ from the distant Mendip 
range to the solitary Wrekin^ far away on the 
horizon. 

The little child-figure stood motionless on the 
hill-top^ in the centre of the camp^ the wind 
blowing strong and chill around her^ as it almost 
always did at that height. She had a strange^ 
far-away look in her grey eyes, and knit her brows 
as if trying to recall something. Cupid sat at her 
feet, looking up at her inquiringly through a 
tangle of hair. An indistinct recollection had all 
at once occurred to her of standing at some long- 
past time on a hill-top, and seeing a plain below^ — 
or was it broad sands ? — and a high rock or castle, 
she could not tell which, — ^it all faded and grew 
dim, melting away as she tried to recall it. She 
sighed impatiently, and went a little way down 
the hill -side to shelter herself from the wind, 
taking a book from her basket to read while she 
ate ; but it lacked its usual interest, and she laid 
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it down^ and palled idly at the stones embedded 
in the turf, or lay looking up at the donds floating 
overhead^ without any definite thoughts^ but the 
sense of loss and loneliness grew ever stronger^ 
until all at once she threw herself face downward 
on the grass^ sobbing out^ ^'Oh^Miss Philippa! 
Oh, Miss Philippa ! '' in a burst of stormy grief 
and longing. By-and-by she sat up, with a feel- 
ing that surely some one mast come to comfort 
her, or something consoling would happen; she 
could not be so sad and nothing occur to help 
her, she thought, with a child^s incredulity of 
trouble and revolt against it. But no one came 
and nothing happened. The bees hummed in the 
thyme, and the light and shade chased each other 
over the wide plain, and the shadow of a rook 
flapping overhead crossed the hill-side where she 
sat, and that was all. She passed her hand 
through Cupid's rough coat and kissed him. 
''She's buried by now," the child said in a 
whisper, ''and they have left her all alone with 
the other dead people somewhere.'' She shud- 
dered and turned pale. Avice was a very nervous 
child, whose fanciful sorrow would keep her awake 

D 2 
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at niglit^ cold and rigidj afraid to stir^ terrified 
she hardly knew at what^ bnt for that very reason 
almost the more frightened. Miss Beaumont^ un- 
awares^ had fostered rather than calmed this dis« 
position. Now^ even in fnll daylight^ the sense 
of solitude^ the thought she had conjured up^ the 
uncertainty where her friend had been laid^ — for 
the name of the London cemetery told her no- 
things — all scared her as if some frightful thing had 
started up visibly beside her. In a panic of un- 
reasonable alarm she sprang up and fled down 
the hill, soon losing her footing and rolling, un- 
able to stop herself for many yards, until she 
reached a rain-worn tracks where rough ground 
gave her a chance of twisting sideways and gra- 
dually checking her descent, though her basket 
went rolling on, over and over, with Cupid bark- 
ing after it, until it dropped five feet or more into 
the road at the hill-foot | for the slope here ended 
abruptly in a rough, precipitous bank, from which 
a fall would have meant broken bones. Avice 
was aware of it, and went homewards soberly, 
with the consciousness of an escape from consider 
able danger. It would have exhilarated some 
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children^ but^ except by fits and starts^ her spirits 
"were never bigh^ and sbe was an odd mixture of 
cowardice and audacity. However, her tumbles 
and the peril she had run had the good effect of 
driving all fanciful fears out of her. 

Simon Ashbury had started from home rather 
later than Avice, and chanced to take the same 
road. He had been too unusually moved and 
excited to settle down quietly again to his books or 
writing ; he was restless, and felt as if he must go 
out of doors. '^ A jay/' he muttered, still greatly 
ruffled, and so unaccustomed to be ruffled that he 
did not know how to deal with such a mood, and 
he walked along much more rapidly than was his 
use, thinking about the oriole and the pigheaded- 
ness of the old gardener. He walked away out 
into the country, towards the hills, so occupied by 
his thoughts that he nearly passed the vicar of 
Ashbury, coming from an opposite direction, with- 
out seeing him. 

'^ Hallo ! whither away ? '* the vicar asked, 
arresting his progress^ and he stood and stared 
at him in an uncomprehending way, which made 
the other laugh. The vicar had been for a long 
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tramp^ and was very dusty ; he wore a rusty coat 
and a tumbled white cravat: in his hand was a 
spike of dull purple, lily flowers^ which he was 
carrying with great care and pride. '' Composing 
a chapter of your history of Ashbury, "eh ? ** 

"T^o, Mr. Lisle^ nothing of the kind. But I 
might have had a valuable addition to our local 
fauna to chronicle had I been a little more fortu- 
nate. You will hardly believe it, perhaps, but I 
am confident that I saw a golden oriole — Oriolus 
galbula, you know, the loriot of the French. It is 
unquestionably one of our English visitants, though 
rare, and Yarrell mentions an instance of a pair 
breeding in Norfolk, and I have heard of a nest 
being found near Huntingdon. But, unless I 
could see the bird again, I should hardly feel 
justified in claiming its presence here. It has a 
peculiar interest for you, since there is reason to 
think that a pair once nested in your own garden. 
Old Zachary might have used his eyes, one would 
think. It is mortifying — most mortifying ! ^' 

'' Oh, well, I dare say you will have another 
chance of seeing it,^' said the vicar, too much 
engrossed by his own hobby to be sympathetic 
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with that of another man. '' Look here^ Ashbury^ 
I have had a bit of luck this morning. You see 
this lily ? The May or Persian lily of old herbals. 
What a catch for my collection of old-fashioned 
flowers I Of coarse^ I can't move the bulbs now, 
but the woman in whose garden I discovered it 
has promised me some at the right time. I can't 
tell you how pleased I am.'' 

''The old white lily is a thousand times more 
beautiful," said Simon, resenting the vicar's in- 
difference to his Oriolus galbula ; " for my part, I 
don't care for garden flowers. Now, that cranesbill 
I got in the Gullet last week was worth dis- 
covering; hitherto no one has catalogued it as a 
species belonging to this district. If I could have 
added the oriole as well to my list of the fauna and 
flora of Ashbury " 

"My dear man, how can you talk to me of 
cranesbills? Even though you only appreciate 
weeds and the like rubbish, you surely can under- 
stand that the Persian Uly has become a rarity — ^a 
treasure ! " exclaimed the vicar, as much disturbed 
by Simon's coolness as to his discovery as Simon 
had been by his want of proper feeling about the 
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oriole. ''Do you know that Gerarde tells ns it 
only flourished in the sixteenth centary in a few 
London gardens ? And Alphonsus Paalius^ P^7' 
sician to the Dake of Ferrara, who sent it to the 
well-known Carolas Clusias^ especially remarked 
that it entirely differs from the Crown Imperial. 
Gerarde tells as very rightly that it was esteemed 
for its nature and comely proportions.'' 

''Ay/' retorted Simon, "and, if I do not mis- 
take, he also says that, if one may be so bold with 
a stranger that has vouchsafed to travel so many 
thousands of miles to. make our acquaintance, we 
have in our English gardens many scores of flowers 
far excelling it." 

" It is not by any means the wisest thing he has 
said, nor the best worth quoting," said the vicar, 
testily. "But you are going further. I won't 
stay you. Good-day." 

And he marched off, regarding his lily with a 
hurt tenderness, which lefb Simon smiling. 

" I don't know that I am a bit wiser where my 
own hobbies are concerned," he admitted; "but 
only a mere florist could imagine that a garden 
flower could be considered for a moment of half 
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tLe importance that my cranesbill ^why, what's 

going on there ? " 

The hundred yards or so which he had walked 
after parting from the vicar brought him within 
sight of a couple of cottages and a pool, into which 
a lad, perhaps ten years old, had thrown some- 
thing, at which a second urchin was now aiming 
stones. So far the sight was common enough ; 
but what had called forth Simon^s exclamation was 
seeing a girl, who had been coming along the road, 
suddenly quicken her pace to a run, dash at the 
boy with the stones, and, as far as Simon could see 
from where he was, knock the missiles out of his 
hand and his hat over his eyes, and then rush 
into the pond all in the same moment. Simon 
quickened his step3, and came up just as she 
waded back to the road where the boys stood, 
still too much taken aback to do more than 
stare, though recovering enough to be ready for 
mischief, 

'^ I say, you just leave that caat alone ; 'tis my 
caat, and we be going to drown it,'' the elder was 
saying, menacingly. 

And then Simon saw that she held some small 
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Creature^ so covered with mud that^ bat for hearing 
it called a cat^ he would not have known what 
it was. 

" Go along ! '' she cried, while the water dripped 
from her clothes, and she looked nearly as disrepu- 
table as the kitten in her arms. '' You are bad, 
wicked boys, and FU tell the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals of you. Miss 
Philippa subscribes to it, and I'll have you 
punished.^' 

" WuU ye ? " retorted the boys, advancing, but 
Simon's sharp call startled them, and they ran off. 

" Oh, I'm glad you are there ! " cried the girl, 
and, to his astonishment, he recognised Avice 
Seaman. " Just look, they were stoning this poor 
little kitten! It is half-dead. Kittens must be 
drowned sometimes, of course; but that is no 
reason for torturing them. Poor little thing ! " 

" Have they hurt it ? " asked Simon, looking at 
the mass of mud which she was cherishing. 

" 1 don't know. I shall take it home and give 
it warm milk with a lump of sugar. That is what 
one should do when a cat has got a chill. 

'^I should be afraid you had got a chill too. 



9} 
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said Simon^ turning homeward with her^ lest the 
boys should be lying in wait. 

"I? Oh, no, only Eliza will be mad at my 
getting so dirty, bat it was not my faolt/' 

" What will Eliza do to yon ? " 

^' If she is in a good humonr she will only scold, 
but if she's cross I shall go to bed without tea,'' 
said Avice, indifferently. 

''Dear, dear," said Simon, pitifully, ''are the 
servants allowed by Miss Beaumont——" He 
stopped remorsefully; it had escaped his memory 
for the moment that her place was empty. Avice 
made no answer, but asked abruptly, "It's you 
who play the organ ? " 

" Yes," said Simon, smiling, and glad to turn to 
another subject. " Where do you sit in church ? " 

"In the side chapel with the Early Perpen- 
dicular window," said Avice, who had picked 
up a smattering of architectural terms from Miss 
Beaumont. "Where your tablet is, you know — 
the one to Lucy Ashbury and the baby." 

She said it with the unconscious hard-hearted- 
ness of a child too self-engrossed to realise other 
people's feelings, and when she saw Simon flinch 
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and grow pale she stared more in cnriosity than 
sympathy; bat gradually she felt as if she had 
been cruel to some poor animal. She had often 
been reproached for saying rude or unkind things, 
without the least repentance, but the sense that 
she had given acute pain to this gentle, quiet man 
startled and frightened her. 

'' Ah, you sit there,^' he said, dreamily, and with 
a wistful look ; '' yes, yes." 

Avice looked at him again, and then at the 
kitten, opening a crack of the basket into which 
she had put it '' I think it is coming all right," 
she said, and Simon roused himself out of his 
abstraction and said kindly, '' So do I. What 
shall you call it ? " 

''It is a long-haired kitten,^' said Avice, with 
some excitement, "just see. I do wonder where 
those nasty boys found it. It ought to have a nice, 
hairy sort of name." 

" Chilperic," suggested Simon, not at all sup- 
posing she would understand the allusion, but 
she did. 

" That would do nicely — or Clodoald. Chilperic, 
I think ; but I hope it won't be lazy and good for 
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nothings and only fit to be a monk^ like those 

Meerwig kings." 

"What do you know of the Meerwigs, child ? " 
Again she gave no answer^ and he rightly 

« 

guessed that Philippa had told or read to her 
something of French history. Her silence im- 
pressed him favourably. They were now close to 
his house, but he turned in at the opposite gate 
with her and rang at the door-bell. A maid came 
to open, and an exclamation of angry surprise 
escaped her on seeing the condition of Avice ; but 
he stopped further speech by saying, " The little 
girl is not to blame ; she acted very rightly. Let 
her have some tea, and change her things, and 
that '' — in a lowered tone which made Avice prick 
up her ears — " is for your trouble.'' 

Whatever it was that he slipped into her hand, it 
brought an immediate lightening of her stormy 
looks, and she said cheerfully, '^ I'll see to it, sir. 
Come, Miss Avice j why, whatever have you got 
there ? A kitten ! well, I never ! " 

'^ Good-bye," said Avice to Simon ; " I shall call 
it Chilperic." 
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CHAPTER m. 

A NEW DYKASTT, 

rilWO days later Miss Priscilla Beaumont arrived, 
-*- —so late that Avice was supposed to be in 
bed^ thongb^ in fact^ sbe was peeping over the ban^ 
sisters into the hall, trying to get sight of the new- 
comer, who appeared to her almost an intruder, 
and much less at home here than herself. She 
heard a voice brisk, but otherwise oddly like that 
of Philippa, pitched a tone higher, and it vexed and 
irritated Avice, both by its likeness and unlikeness ; 
and then she saw a figure in deep black moving 
about as she paid her fly and counted her boxes 
with rapid, abrupt movements. Thus much was 
certain, nothing could less resemble the tall, full 
figure and handsome features of Philippa Beaumont 
than did this alert, decided personage, 

Avice drew back into her bedroom in a huny, 
for with a sudden whisk Priscilla was half-way up- 
stairs almost before Avice had seen her turn that 
way. Being habitually a good deal interested in 
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herself^ Arice was apt to fancy every one else was 
BO too^ and she expected a visit from her^ and pre- 
pared^ in qaite a dramatic little way^ wliat to say 
and do ; bat when at length her door opened^ and 
she stood in an expectant and reserved attitude^ it 
was not Miss Friscilla^ bat Eliza^ who came in^ 
having noticed a Hght shining ander her door^ to 
see why she was not in bed. 

" Did she ask aboat me ? " inqaired Avice, 
eagerly. 

" Aboat yoa ? Bless yon, no ; she had something 
better to think about/' said Eliza^ snappishly, and 
went away with the candle. She did not think 
that the hoasehold were going to have an easy time 
of it^ from the little they had already seen of their 
new mistress. 

Miss Priscilla was np very early. In early 
risings at all events^ she resembled her sister ; and 
she had inspected the garden and farm-yard^ and 
spoken her mind very plainly to all concerned as 
to the want of order and trimness which she 
detected everywhere, before she rang the dining- 
room bell for family prayers at eight o'clock. 
Avice came slowly in with an angracioas air. 
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''Well, little girl,'* said Miss Priscilla, giving 
Her a sharp glance ; and at that moment the maids 
followed, and she read prayers, after which she cat 
a thick slice of bread and battered it, poored oat 
a cap of milk^ to which she added hot water, and 
pashed them towards Ayice before taking her 
own place. 

" I have tea, not milk and water," said Avice, 
all indignant astonishment. 

"Tea is not good for little girls,'* answered 
Miss Priscilla, and opened the letters, of which 
there were a pile by her plate. 

She never read a letter nntil after prayers, bat 
now she opened one envelope after another while 
she ate her dry toast as if she neither knew nor 
cared on what she was breakfasting. Avice stared 
at her ready to barst oat into passion, bat some- 
thing in the perfect indifference of Priscilla's air 
checked her. If a look or a glance had been given 
her she woald have had a dozen saacy speeches 
ready, bat how coald she address one who had 
evidently forgotten all aboat her, and who was 
a grown-ap lady, while she was only a child ? 
At first she thought she would refase to eat, 
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and go B,wB,j, but what would be the good of 
that? She sullenly took -what had been given 
her^ looking from under scowling brows at Miss 
Priscilla. 

'^ She treats me like one of her charity girls," 
she thought, recollecting that she had heard that 
Priscilla had at one time belped to teach in some 
orphanage ; and, in fact, this was Priscilla Beau- 
months chief experience of children, and uncon- 
sciously she regarded the little waif and stray as 
of the same class and race, and requiring the same 
treatment. She was as matter-of-fact as Philippa 
had been imaginative, and just as immovable when 
she once got a notion into her head. As long as 
they lived together, she would never alter the 
opinion which she formed of Avice that first 
morning. Avice finished her breakfast, and made 
a stealthy attempt to slip away, but, busied as 
Priscilla was with her letters, her black beady 
eyes were upon her at once. 

'' Sit down, child ; I shall want you presently," 
she said, and Avice subsided, though the tumalt 
within her grew each inoment. She had not long 
to wait. '* Come here, little girl," Miss Priscilla 

s 
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Baii, and Avice came and stood before her^ though 
mnttering to herself:^- 

''If that's polite^ I don't know what politeness 
is. Why can't she call me Avice ? " 
' " I sappose yon have been mnning wild all this 
time/' said Priscilla^ surveying her disapproyingly^ 
though not unkindly. '' Well^ now you must make 
up for it as fast as you can. I shall teach you for a 
couple of hours every mornings and in the affcemoon 
you will do needlework — ^Mrs. Oauntlett will see 
to that ; and then you must learn your lessons for 
the next day. Now^ let me see what you know. 
Fetch your books." 

She spoke brusquely^ as if she had not a 
moment to lose. Avice did not stir. 

''Well, why don't you get your lesson*books f '* 

" I have none.'* 

" How, none ? What do you mean ? My sister 
told me you were fairly versed in history and 
geography. What did she teach out of f " 

" Her head." 

" Her head ! " repeated Miss Priscilla. " Speak 
sense, child. You must have books if you have 
learned taything. What do you mean ? " 
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^' She read and I read^ and she told me things^ 
said Avice^ in a tone whose pain sounded like 
snlkiness. 

Priscilla gave a hopeless gesture. 

''Well, if you learned much that way, I can 
only say it was little short of a miracle. I must 
buy you some of the books the girls used at St. 
Helen's. Can you say your dates f '' 

'' What dates f '^ asked Avice, not unreasonably. 

'' Try the kings of England, and say whom each 
married.'' 

'' But if they never married ? " suggested Avice, 
with a gleam under her very thick, light eye- 
lashes. 

''Then, of course, you can't say their wives," 
said Priscilla, who owned no more sense of humour 
tiian Philippa had had ; but while it merely made 
the one sister curiously insensible to the oddness 
of many of her acts and theories, it made the 
other obstinately matter-of-fact and suspicious of 
every one who had a sense of the ridiculous. 

It turned out that Avice could neither say dates 
nor wives. She had a great deal of scrappy 
historical knowledge, and took a vivid interest in 
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many historical characters ; but whether they 
lived five hundred years ago or were just dead she 
hardly understood at all. Such learning as she 
had was exactly of the kind to irritate a methodical 
person like Prisdlla, whose knowledge was limited, 
but orderly and producible, and who thought with 
justice that a heap of unconnected facts ]was not 
the food which a child's mind required. As she 
questioned Avice she grew more and more provoked, 
and the girl more and more wilfully provoking, 
each angering the other. At last she tore an 
envelope into four pieces with a jerk, which worked 
off some of her displeasure. 

'' There ! take one of these and write down all 
you do know upon it," she said, ironically, '' there 
will be plenty of room.'' 

''I know as much as Miss Philippa taught 
me," Avice answered, setting her lips hard 
together, and looking Priscilla in the face. 

'^ Impudent little thing ! " thought Miss Priscilla ; 
but being a just woman, though a hasty one, she 
inwardly owned that perhaps the girl was not 
altogether in fault, and she was pausing a moment, 
uncertain what to say, when Chilperic bounced 
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tlirough tlie window, — ^no longer a muddy, miser- 
able object, but a kitten in a satin coat, with a 
little feathery tail full of promise, a pinky-brown 
nose, and an air as if the house and everything in 
it belonged to him. 

'' What cat is that ? '' exclaimed Paiscilla. 

" It^s mine ; I found it in a pond and brought 
it home." 

"I canH have it here; I do not like cats, and I 
never allow one in my house. I must find another 
home for it," said Miss Priscilla, who, having no 
love for animals, had not the least notion how 
strong an affection they awake in those who find 
in them companions and humble friends. Avice 
looked at her aghast. 

*' He^s my cat," she said, snatching it up as it 
scrambled with a sudden rush up the back of a 
tall chair and perched on the top, looking about 
in the proud consciousness of having performed 
a remarkable feat. 

'' That may be, but he lives in my house and 
eats my food, and I don't choose he should, so he 
must go. Now run away, — I have no more time 
to waste on you this morning. I shall tell 
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Gauntlett to set you some needlework. What are 
you waiting for ? '' 

Avice was screwing herself up to declare she 
could not and would not part with Chilperic^ but 
the nervousness which sometimes paralysed her 
audacity seized her and made speech impossible. 
She looked at Miss Prisdlla and could find no 
words; carrying the kitten in her arms^ she 
silently left the room. 

Miss Priscilla was always as good as her word. 
The following morning she had found a new home 
for Chilperic, but when she ordered the kitten to 
be fetched and sent away^ it was nowhere to be 
found. She summoned Avice to say where it 
was. 

'^I shan't/^ she muttered^ and stood dnmb^ 
with a look of triumphant resolution while Miss 
Priscilla scolded — and she knew how to scold. 

''Well, never mind/' Priscilla said at last^ ''we 
shall not have much difficulty in finding out/' 
and so dismissed the matter for the moment. Al- 
though Avice was not popular with them^ the 
servants were sorry for her; even austere Mrs. 
Gtkuntlett thought this hard measure, and not 
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what poor Miss Philippa would Have liked^ and 
if milk and meat disappeared from the larder 
next day the cook said nothings nor did old 
Zachaiy, who had his own grievances, help in 
the search; and PrisciUa had so much to do in 
these first days that she conld not carry out 
her investigations as thoroughly as she certainly 
would have otherwise done. 

Ashbnry had made up its mind that she would 
of course remain in decorous retirement until she 
had appeared at church on the Sunday after 
arrival, in new mourning covered with crape, 
after which she would receive visitors, and oflfer 
cake and wine to all comers; and not a little 
scandal was given by her marching about the 
streets, in black certainly, but then she always 
wore black, and no crape at all. It famished 
food for conversation in every social meeting or 
visit that week in Ashbury. 

'' But then she always was peculiar even as a 
girl, and no doubt has grown more so in all these 
years,'' one lady would say to another, shaking 
her head. 

Eetuming from one of her excursions into the* 
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toYTCLy where she had gone to look up something 
which had not been sent from the stationer's 
with the promptitude she desired^ she encountered 
the vicar, whom she had known well in former 
years. 

"Good morning, Mr, Lisle,'* said she; "just 
come in; I was wanting to see you. I should 
like to know what charities my sister subscribed 
to ; but mind I don't promise to go on with them. 
I don't approve of that sort of lavish giving, right 
and left, that she fell into; it only pauperises a 
place, and just means one can't say ' No.' I shan't 
continue that kind of thing, I can tell you, so 
no one need expect it." 

The vicar bowed : what else could he do ? He 
was a peaceable man to whom the strife of tongues 
— especially of women's tongues — ^was abhorrent, 
and this attack quite dazed him. It had crossed his 
mind that perhaps he ought to pay a visit to this 
house of mourning, and say what he could to 
comfort the only surviving sister, but he had 
been a little afraid of Priscilla in past years, 
and resolved to wait a day or two. At the time 
when she assaulted him in this unprovoked manner. 
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he had forgotten all about her^ lost in considenDg 
whether or not to send for certain plants which 
he had seen advertised in his gardening news- 
paper that morning. As Simon Ashbury had said^ 
with a severity foreign to his gentle nature, and 
only to be explained by the trial of temper he 
had undergone that day, the vicar was a ''mere 
florist/' No wild flower had the least interest 
for him, and he would throw away many a plant 
which a neighbour would gladly have possessed 
because it did not reach his standard of perfec- 
tion. "I will give what is worth having/' he 
would say, "but I will not be the means of pro- 
pagating what is imperfect.'' His one extrava- 
gance was baying rare plants, or, what he liked 
better still, securing old ones, like the Persian 
lily, which had become so forgotten that visitors 
to his garden wondered where he had got such 
novelties. Then he would rub his hands, smile 
complacently, and decline to answer. 

Priscilla Beaumont was heard later to say that 
if he were to ccdtivate his vineyard more and 
his garden less, it would be much better for his 
flock; but then she was given to sharp sayings. 
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Her address on this occasion so bewildered Iiim^ 
and scattered the ideas he had gathered as ap- 
propriate to their first meetings that he vainly 
songht a reply; and^ suspecting that she had 
not made the impression she intended, she went 
on with fresh emphasis, ''Yon don't seem to 
believe me, Mr. Lisle, bnt I always mean what 
I say and say what I mean. I shan't give yon 
a penny unless I am thorongUy satisfied it is 
judiciously spent, — ^not a penny." 

''Quite so,'' assented the vicar, still only half 
awake to the situation, though a vague question 
flitted through his mind as to whether Miss 
Priscilla was not a bit of a miser, — a suspicion 
which later he had to repent of, for she proved 
to be in her way quite as liberal as her sister, 
and a great deal more judicious. He had mechani- 
cally obeyed her sign to pass within her gate, and 
now found himself sitting in her drawing-room. 

"Now just tell me all about your clubs and 
district visitors, and what sort of schools you 
have here, and if they are well supported. I 
daresay there have been a good many changes 
since I was here last," said Miss Priscilla, 
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A recollection occurred to the vicar of having 
heard or read of some one who asked to have 
the British Constitution explained to him in un 
petit quart d'heure. The task now set him — ^he 
was a nervous man^ especially with ladies^ — ap- 
peared little less formidable to his imagination, 
and he regarded his expectant listener with mild 
dismay. She did not speak at all offensively^ nor 
with intentional aggression^ but in a sharp, matter- 
of-course, business way, as if she had an undoubted 
right to be answered on the spot. The vicar had 
not felt so uncomfortable since he went up for 
his Cambridge examinations. It was like a night- 
mare to sit there with Priscilla fixiug him with 
her little black eyes. And there was his new 
gardener waiting for orders, and perhaps acting 
on his own responsibility, and doing, who knew 
what, among the flower-beds. 

'' I really don't think I can tell you this mom- 
ing,'' he said^ anxiously ; his eyes straying through 
the window to a rose-tree which hung untrained and 
neglected, and hid fingers twitched involuntarily 
with desire to take it in hand. " Now that we are 
to have the — the pleasure of counting you as a 
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resident^ yon will soon nnderstand all about it 
without any formal explanation. If you want to 
know about that rose — I mean the coal club or the 
clothing charity, — I am sure my gardener, — ^Miss 
Murch, I would say, and Miss Johnson, who kindly 
act as secretaries, will be most happy to give you 
every information. They are most capable ladies.'* 

This was a real stroke of diplomacy on the 
vicar's part. He quite hoped he had shifted the 
burden, and breathed more freely. 

" Well, I'll ask them ; and I daresay I can put 
them on an improved system. The one I intro- 
duced in my nephew's parish, at Haldon, was 
excellent. I'll see about it, and tell them it is 
with your approval. Of course I always consult 
the clergyman first, whenever I can." 

" But, my dear Miss Beaumont," protested the 
vicar, in hasty trepidation. " I — I really don't 
recommend you to interfere with either lady, es- 
pecially Miss Murch. She is an admirable person ; 
but if I were to say what flower she most re- 
sembled, I should suggest the Noli me tangere. 

She would certainly take it ill if a new-comer " 

Oh, I daresay; but I'm used to that sort of 
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thing. Besides^ I am not a . new-comer. I recol- 
lier, — a chit of a girl, — old March's daughter. He 
had a temper, too, like cayenne pepper. Now, 
what number of women attend your mothers' 
meeting?'' 

'^I — I am afraid we have none at present," 
confessed the vicar, guiltily. 

" No mothers' meeting ! No ? Nor any work 
society for missions ? Nor a provident club ? I'll 
tell you what it is, Mr. Lisle, you are all just 
where you were sixty years ago: Ashbury wants 
rousing ! " 

The vicar looked helpless, and made no reply. 

" I daresay you don't like to be told so," went 
on Miss Priscilla, who, though strong in theory 
as to the respect due to clergymen, was apt to 
forget it in practice. ''My nephew did not al- 
together like it when I first went to live with 
him ; but, as I used to say to him, it is not my 
wav to mince matters, and he soon saw the sense 
of it. It is as plain as a pikestaff that you all want 
rousing and stirring up." 

She moved her arm vigorously as she spoke, 
as though she were turning round a mass of 
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gruel, very "thick and slab/' There was a 
strangled langh audible from somewhere, and she 
looked sharply round, but came to the conclusion 
that her ears had deceived her. 

''Well, perhaps we do,'' admitted the vicar, 
with a rueful smile; and he took his leave as 
soon as he could. 

Miss Priscilla went with him to the door, still 
talking, and Avice, who had fled under the table 
in the bow- window at their entrance, took the 
opportunity to escape. The vicar was only anxious 
to be gone, but he turned back to say earnestly, 
— ''And, my dear Miss Beaumont, do, I beg 
of you, look to the Banksia rose on your 
house. The way it has been neglected is really 
painful.'' 

Miss Priscilla had expected some piece of 
parochial information, and was so taken by sur- 
prise that for a moment she was dumb, then she 
went in*doors with a gesture fuU of eloquence, 
while the vicar went homeward in comic dis- 
may, which found expression on meeting Simon 
Ashbury, who was going to practice with the 
choir. 
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'^ I have been at Miss Priscilla Beaumont^s/' He 
said^ stopping him^ witli a twinkle in his eye and 
a shrug of the shoulders. ''I fancy we have got 
Queen Stork instead of Queen Log. Her poor 
sister always had her head in the clouds^ and 
was a Don Quixote in petticoats; but Priscilla 
comes like a brand-new broom^ wanting to sweep 
everything before her/' 

'' Ah I '^ said Simon^ with more interest than 
he often showed in his neighbours' affairs : " she's 
that sort of woman^ is she ? " 

Thinks we want rousing here^" said the vicar. 
It is my belief she would have roused the Seven 
Sleepers themselves." 

^'I hope she will be kind. to the child/' said 
Simon. 

^'That little impf Oh^ aye I I had forgotten 
her. She will have to mind her P's and Q's 
now^" said Mr. Lisle ; and then Simon went into 
the churchy and soon the great notes of the organ 
were rolling like a harmonious storm through the 
buildings while the vicar hurried back to his own 
domain just beyond the churchyard, and found 
the new gardener routing out a tuft of blue prim*. 
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rose. ''A poor^ old-fasHioned sort of thing, not 
fit for a gentleman's garden/' as lie observed; 
and lie was mnch surprised and disgasted to find 
that his master was far more disposed to part 
with him than with the bine primrose. 

Miss Priscilla spent half an hoar afler the vicar 
left her in searching for Chilperic. She did not 
like to be baffled, especially by a child, and she 
was convinced that the kitten was somewhere on 
the premises. 

Avice watched unseen with a beating heart, 
which once almost stood still with fear as Miss 
Priscilla went towards the right direction. She 
failed, however, to discover where the kitten was, 
and Avice ventured presently to visit her treasure, 
who mewed pitifully, and evidently found captivity 
dull and solitude not to his taste. Avice sat for a 
long while struggling with herself, and holding 
Chilperic in her lap. '' It would be cruel to keep 
him shut up here,'' she said to herself. '^ I sup- 
pose I must " And in the twilight she went 

across to Simon Ashbury's house, and met him 
just going out. He started at the sight of the 
little figure at the door. 
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Why, child, is ifc you ? Come in,^' he said, 
kindly, " come into the dining-room," and turned 
indoors with her. 

It looked like a room very little used; in fact, 
but for hifi old servant, who acted as cook and 
housekeeper, and was despotic, he would have had 
his meals in his study overhead, but she would not 
hear of this. 

'^ Master spent a deal too much time there as 
it was," she would declare. 

'^ IVe brought you Chilperic," said Avice ; 
'^ you will have to keep him, since I must not ! " 
And there was a strangled sob. 

^^ Why cannot you keep him, my dear ? " 

^^Miss Priscilla says so. She came on Monday. 
She has a straight black dress and a little black 
straw bonnet, and her eyes are black, too, and 
round, like boot-buttons, and she does not like 
cats." 

^' That^s a pity,'^ was Simon's reply to this terse 
description. 

'' She says he eats her food and drinks her milk, 
and that it is her house ; and I won't have that 
said of him, poor little thing. It's a shame, don't 
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yon think so ? And she wants to give him away to 
Mrs. Mason^ the grocer^s wife ; but he is my cat, 
and I'll find him a home myself. Please have him, 
Mr. Aflhbury, he is so pretty ! " 

She opened the basket and set the kitten on the 
table, where he sat and looked abont him with a 
wise air, which greatly tickled Simon^ who put on 
his spectacles and contemplated him attentiyely. 

'^ You don't mean that is the poor creature you 
took out of the pond ? '* 

^^ But he is/' said Avice, proudly. 

'^ How have you got him so clean ? " 

^' I washed him^ and after that he washed him- 
self. He likes to be clean; he licks himself all 
over every day, and pulls every bit of his long 
fur through his teeth^^ See how long it is already ! " 

^' Good gracious,-' said Simon, meditatively, 
''how thankful I am I was not created to make 
my ablutions in that way ! What an attitude ! The 
animal must be made of india-rubber/' as the 
kitten suddenly assumed one of those positions 
only possible to his species, making a sort of arm- 
chair of himself, and proceeding to prove the 
truth of Avice's words by assiduously licking his 
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waistcoat^ glancing up at Simon between whiles 
with an intelligent and inquiring air. 

^^ He will sleep on your bed all night/' pursued 
Avice ; " and not disturb you at all — at least, till 
it is light ; you won't mind his playing about then, 
he is such a dear little cat I '' 

She stooped down and kissed it, and Simon sus- 
pected that tears fell on the soft fur in which she 
hid her face. He was very soft-hearted, and had 
not courage to refuse, although it required almost 
as much to announce to his 'housekeeper what he 
had consented to do. 

" Well,'' he said, hesitatingly, and Avice at once 
assumed consent. 

'' Ob, thank you ! " she cried ; ^^ I would keep 
him hidden at home, only it is so lonely in the loft^ 
Miss Priscilla would never find him there. She- 
did try to get up, but Zachary gave her the old 
rotten ladder, and she cracked the third rung, and 
nearly tumbled backward. Zachary is so angry 
because she says he is not worth his salt. I think 
he ought to go, though, really, don't you ? For he 
sets snares for the birds in our garden, and Miss- 
Philippa would never have let him do that. I 
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know why he does it: he wants to catch that 
beautiful black-and-yellow bird that came the day 
we found Chilperic. Fve seen it since again all 
right, though/^ 

'^ Seen it ! ^' cried Simon, all agitation ; '^ seen 
the Oriolus galbula! My dear child, you don't 
know how important this is ! *' 

" Is it ? '' said Avice ; '' well, I have, and I tried 
to make out its name in our Tarrell. I suppose it 
is the golden oriole/' 

^^ It is, it is ! So you are fond of birds, my little 
girl? Why, that's an awkward taste to combine 
with cats,'' said Simon merrily. He was as happy 
as a child. " Tell me all about your seeing it." 

" It was flying about in the shrubbery yesterday. 
I'll call you if I see it again. Zachary won't get 
it; I always find his snares, and he can't think 
who spoils them, unless it's * that child,' as he said 
to Eliza," said Avice, with such exact mimicry of 
the old man that Simon smiled, greatly diverted. 
" I expect he will have to go, and cook has given 
warning of herself; she says she doesn't want some 
one always after her, and Miss Priscilla has given 
Eliza warning because she is so late of a morning. 
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I wish she would give me warning, too. I hate 
her/^ 

'^ That^s a pity/^ said Simon, mildly, 

Avice had, perhaps, hoped for sympathy; she 
pouted, and then exclaimed : — 

'' She is not one bit like Miss Philippa, Mr. 
Ashbury. Miss Philippa was like this, you know,^^ 
and, although nothing could less resemble the 
large, handsome presence of Philippa Beaumont 
than the slight figure and small, peaky face of 
Avice, yet by the indescribable power of her 
mimicry, Simon felt as if he suddenly saw Miss 
Beaumont before him ; " and Miss Priscilla is like 
this, — ^and orders us all about. Oh dear ! Well, I 
must go now.^^ 

^' Stay a minute till I have spoken to Mrs. 
Davies," said Simon, ringing the bell. '^Oh, 
Davies," he began, in a conciliatory tone, as the 
housekeeper answered it, with a disapproving and 
wondering look at Avice, " you were saying there 
were mice in the storeroom, so here is what we 
want, come at the right time.^' 

The persuasive, almost apologetic tone in which 
he spoke did not soften Mrs. Davies in the 
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least. She looked as severe as her kindly face 
allowed. 

^^ Bless you, sir," said she, with scorn, while 
regarding both Avice and the kitten with marked 
disapproval; 'Hhere ain^t no good to be got out 
of them long-haired creatures, — all they think of is 
to drink cream and lick themselves. It stands to 
reason, a cat like that has no time for anything 
else. It^s all very well for them as keeps them for 
pets, but you'll never get no work out of that 
sort.'' 

" Like the cats of Madame Helvetius, who ate 
everything they could get, did nothing but fold 
their paws in their furred robes, and let the house 
get infested with mice. Ah, well, I suppose I 
mast have Chilperic as a pet, then,'' said Simon, 
seizing the loophole offered him, unawares, by Mrs. 
Davies, ^^he will be a companion for me. You 
often say I want more company, Davies." 

'^ And you'll be as kind as Mahomet was, won't 
you ? " said Avice. 

Simon burst out laughing, and Mrs. Davies was 
so much pleased to hear it that she relaxed her 
.austerity, and said : — 
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^^ Well, I daresay it may be a good thing. A 
oat's better than no company at all^ and I don't 
say but what this is a pretty one enough if one 
likes the sort, though I don't care for it myself, 
r U get it a little milk." 

And she went away, while Simon said : — 

^^I can't promise to cut off my coat-tails as 
Mahomet did his sleeve should Chilperic go to 
sleep on them, you know." 

*^ Oh, I am sure you would," said Avice, " and 
she " — she was Mrs. Davies — " won't be cross to 
Chilperic, will she f You must not let her, you 
know, even if you are afraid of her." 

'^ Little imp ! " muttered Simon to himself ; 
'' how did she find that out ? " 

"^And mind Chilperic has breakfast with you 

« 

and supper ; he won't want more meals than that. 
I'm going now. Thank you for having him. 
Good-bye, my puss." 

She hid her face again for a minute upon the 
kitten, now sitting erect on the back of an arm- 
chair, looking with alert interest on its new sur- 
roundings. There were tears in her eyes when 
she looked up. 
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"Won't you wait and see Chilperic have his 
milk?" 

'' No, Tm going,*' she said, abruptly, and had 
reached the door before Simon could say : — 

"You must come some time to see how he 
prospers/' 

Whether she heard or not was not clear — at all 
events, she made no sign. Simon suspected that 
she was hardly able to stifle her sobs. His heart 
went out to the poor child thus deprived of her 
chief pleasure ; and he wondered if Priscilla at all 
guessed how much pain the parting had cost. 

But she did not guess, nor would anything have 
made her comprehend it. She was not wilfully 
unkind, she was only unable to understand how 
Avice felt about the matter. 

Simon was left with the kitten, almost us much 
embarrassed as if it had been a baby. 

" I hope we shall be able to make it happy, 
Davies," he said, rather nervously, when she 
returned. 

" No doubt, sir, so long as no one spoils it,'^ 
answered Davies significantly. 

'' Ah, to be sure," Simon answered, not without 
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consciousness of guilt. " It seems hard the child 
should not be allowed to keep her pet." 

"It does, sir; but, from what I hear. Miss 
Priscilla Beaumont will keep a tight hand over 
her household, and a good thing too. That Eliza 
is an idle, flirting hussy, and as for the child, it's 
a scandal the way she's been let to run wild. 
Why, IVe caught her myself more than once late 
at night standing under your window, and when 
I asked what she was about, she snapped her 
fingers at me, and scampered off.'' 

'' Standing under my window ! What could she 
have wanted ? '' 

" That's more than I know, sir ; but it looked 
very queer. She's not a nice sort of child, but 
that's no wonder, considering no one knows who 
her parents are, nor anything about her." 

" There spoke Ashbury," said Simon to himself; 
adding aloud, "You mean she is one of those 
whom God especially trusts to our charity, Davies. 
Do what any of us will, we can never make up to 
her for the loss of what other children take as a 
matter of course — home, and love, and natural 
friends." 
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'^ And that^s true, too, sir,'' said Davies, who, 
though she ruled tyrannically enough over her 
gentle master, had a real respect for him. ^'I 
suppose that's the right way to take it. Come, 
Tib.'' 

''His name is Ohilperic, I beUeve," suggested 
Simon. 

'^ Ohilperic ! " repeated Davies, in a voice of 
wonder and contempt; ^Hhat's not a cat's name. 



sir." 



"No, Davies, it was. a king's. But as a cat 
may look at a king, surely it may also bear a 
royal name." 

'^ Well, sir, if you choose it to be called so, — 
though how I'm to remember it is more than I 
know. He'll be too fine for my kitchen, I'm 
afraid." 

" I suppose he will be comfortable there ? " 
asked Simon, with solicitude. 

" I should hope so," Davies answered, with a 
certain ofifence in her tone ; " but I make no doubt 
before a week's over he'll be all over the house." 

And so he was. By the week's end there was 
not a room Ohilperic had not investigated, nor a 
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bed lie had not slept on, do what Mrs. Davies 
would, and his favourite haunt was Simon's writ- 
ing-table, where he invariably sat on whatever 
book or paper was most immediately wanted, nor 
had his master ever the resolution to dislodge 
him. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

MISS PBI8CILLA ROUSES ASHBURT. 

XTNLESS on some great holiday, such as 
Christmas Day, or on Sundays, or Satur- 
days, when the church was supposed to be swept 
and dusted, it was closed from week's end to 
week's end. Now and then, some antiquarian 
visitor, who had heard of its beauty, would come 
and ask for the keys from the clerk, and, if Mr. 
Lisle happened to learn their presence, he would 
go out and hospitably oflfer refreshment, and show 
them round his garden; for he was as sociable 
as his organist, Simon Ashbury, was the contrary, 
and possibly found life in the quiet country town 
a little dull. There were choir practisings, but 
then the door of the church was locked, owing to 
Simon's nervous dislike to any listener straying 
in at such times; otherwise, he would often have 
had one in Avice Seaman, who had made several 
attempts to slip in, but never succeeded. 
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'^ Master Ashbury don^t choose to have no one 
here when our choir do practise/^ the old clerk 
would say, in all the aggressive dignity of a little 
brief authority, and shut the door in her face. 

On Saturdays, however, no one was in possession 
but the widow, whom the vicar employed to dust 
and sweep the church, which she did as inefficiently 
as possible; and Avice occasionally went in and 
looked about her, conscious — in a dim, childish 
way, — of the solemn beauty of the old building, 
empty of human worshippers, yet full of some in- 
visible presence. She went there on the Satur- 
day after Priscilla Beaumont arrived, carrying out 
a purpose which had been in her mind ever since 
that afternoon when she met Simon Ashbury by 
the pond whence Ohilperic had been rescued. 

Passing under the great archway, with its bird's- 
head moulding, she came inside, where Betty 
Brown was slowly flapping away the dust of a 
set of hymn-books, whence it rose only to settle 
immediately somewhere else. There never had 
been pews in Ashbury Church; the old massive 
seats of dark wood with carved ends were many 
centuries old, and the church itself was of . most 
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venerable antiqaity^ as was testified by the square 
Saxon bases of some of the pillars^ and the 
low Norman arches which had been raised upon 
them. 

Avice made her way to a side chapel, evidently 
much later than the rest of the building, though 
probably dating from the beginning of the six- 
teenth century. Here was the seat of the Beau- 
mont household, and here had sat the Ashburys 
when they were a household, together with one 
or two other families who had a certain inherited 
right to occupy this chapel, and were very tena- 
cious of it. Miss Kitel, who had A day-school 
and boarding-school — when she could get boarders 
— ^would remark, with much dignity, that, though 
the fortunes of the Kitels were decayed, nothing 
could rob them of their right to sit in St. Faith's 
Chapel. 

Philippa Beaumont had taken especial pleasure 
in sitting in this part of the church, not from the 
same point of view as Miss Kitel, but because in 
the wall between the chancel and the chapel was 
one of those curious openings called a "leper^s 
squint.'^ She had explained to Avice that here. 
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in mediasVal times, had gathered the poor outcasts 
smitten by leprosy, to hear those holy offices which 
they might not approach more nearly; bnt then 
the chapel had not been built, and they stood in 
the open air. A part of the revenues of St. 
Wulfstan^s had been devoted to their mainteu- 
ance, and the spot where the lazar^s house had 
stood was still pointed out. 

Avice took a great interest in the Leper's 
Squint, bnt she had not come to look at it now. 
She stood with her eyes fixed on the tablet re- 
cording the names and deaths of Simon Ashbury's 
wife and infant child, and thinking how he had 
looked when she abruptly alluded to them. 

'^ Why, they died twenty years ago,^' she said to 
herself in wonder, and with a perception altogether 
new to her that in some hearts love and loss are 
always fresh. '^ Twenty years ago! And Eliza 
says he has never been good for anything since. 
^ Queer,' she said ; I don't think he is queer — 
only sorry, and all alone. He is like me, and has 
not got anybody.'' 

She did not know how this thought had shot 
into her mind. While Philippa lived it had slum- 
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bered ; bat, now tbat it had been aroused, it would 
never be quite lulled to sleep again. 

" I think he makes the organ talk to her when 
he sits and plays at night. Perhaps dead people 
talk music. I suppose they all speak one Ian- 
guage there. Oh, I wish I could sing ! *' 

The wish was so keen as almost to be pain; 
but Avice had little or no voice. She went out 
of the chapel presently, and made a pilgrimage 
round the church, looking at all the Ashbury 
monuments she could find, and there were many. 
A brass on the floor of the chancel bore the date 
1289, and always attracted the eager attention of 
every antiquary who visited the church, and many 
were the vain attempts to make out the name of 
the artificer, of which only a half-effaced letter or 
two remained, while the words ^^ me fecit '^ were 
provokingly clear. Another, in a side aisle, repre- 
sented a lady with joined hands, whose monastic 
kind of costume led Avice to suppose her a nun ; 
but probably the dress had been assumed as an 
act of piety. Against a pillar was an inscription 
to '' SimoD Ashbury, Master of ye Hospitalle,'* 
1525, and this title of Master of the Hospital 
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seemed so often connected with the name of 
Ashbury that it was evidently almost hereditary. 
Avice, awakened to interest in all that concerned 
them, noted it curiously, and tried, without much 
success, to recall what Philippa Beaumont had 
told her one day about the hospital, which had 
lost its chief revenues at the Beformation, having 
recovered them through the donation of lands and 
revenues by a Sir Edwin Scudamore (the Scuda- 
mores were great people in that part of the 
country, and claimed descent from Owen Glendwr), 
only to lose them again in some mysterious way 
immediately in the rising for Monmouth, Avice 
thought she was told, and an Ashbury was some- 
how mixed up with it. Avice wished she could 
put it all together. 

" Miss Philippa would have told me all about it,^' 
she thought, with an impatient sigh. 

Just as she made her last discovery, she saw 
Miss Friscilla come into the church, and look all 
round with her sharp, scrutinizing glance, which 
became the more decidedly disapproving the more 
she looked. 

'^ Dust everywhere ! '^ she said, audibly ; and 

o 
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Avioe saw her go and speak to the widow, who 
was standing cartseying, broom in hand, with a 
scared air. 

She spoke low, becaase she was in a charch, but 
none the less emphatically. Avice coald very well 
gaess the tenor of her speech, even if her gestures 
had not explained it unmistakably. Presently she 
took the broom and began sweeping vigorously, 
looking towards the widow, who, aghast and 
amazed, dropped a curtsey each time their eyes 
met. Avice would fain have stepped away unseen, 
but Priscilla was between her and the only un- 
locked door, and soon caught sight of her as she 
dodged behind a pillar. 

^' What are you doing here, child ? '^ she ex- 
claimed. 

^^ Looking at the monuments,'^ Avice answered, 
perplexiug her much more by saying the exact 
truth than she could have done by any evasion. 

''Monuments! — nonsense! What interest can 
the monuments have for you ? Speak truth, little 
girl.'' 

It certainly was hard to be accused of falsehood 
simply because she had spoken absolute truth. 
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It's absurd to suppose you came to look at 
tho monuments,'* repeated Priscilla; ^'it can't be 
that." 

" Aren't they put up to be looked at ? " asked 
Avice. 

'^ Of course they are/' said Priscilla, too intent 
on making out the real explanation of Alice's 
presence to perceive what she admitted. 

''That was what I thought/' said Avice, 
as meekly as before — too meekly Priscilla 
began to see, but she could hardly find fault 
with it. 

The girl looked so much younger than she really 
was, that, while impertinence sometimes sounded 
doubly impertinent from her lips, at other times 
it might pass for childish simplicity. 

''At all events, you will go home now," said 
Priscilla. " I do not allow you to run all over 
Ashbury without leave. Tell Mrs. Grauntlett I 
wish her to show you how to dam. You must 
learn to mend your own stockings, and not expect 
others to do it for you. It is not exactly likely 
3'ou will have a maid of your own when you grow 
up. Make haste 1 " 

g2 
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Ayice went qnicklj away, with the hostile 
feeling which every such encounter with Miss 
Priscilla aroused, hot in her heart. At this period, 
and, indeed, much later, a little tenderness would 
have melted her, though, in any case, she would 
haye been difficult to manage ; but tenderness had 
been left out in the composition of Priscilla Beau- 
mont, good woman though she truly was. Her 
chief experience of girls had been in a home where 
those received were of an unruly, low-minded class, 
from bad homes ; and she judged Avice as if she 
needs must have the same tendencies. Everything 
unexplained which the child did or said roused 
her suspicion, and she was quite discomposed by 
finding her in the church. She privately talked 
it over with Oauntlett on her return home. 
Oauntlett did not take nearly so grave a view 
of it. 

''Dear me, ma'am,'' she said, "1 daresay she 
only strayed in for something to do — she is an odd 
child, and likes to astonish one. Fve known her 
do all sorts of things just to see how one would 
take it." 

" She does not seem to have much heart,'^ 



MISS FRISCILLA BOUSES ASHBURY. 85 

observed Priscilla. " I spoke to her to-day of all 
she owed my sister^ and she showed no feeling 
at all/' 

^^ That's what Eliza and cook say/' answered 
Gauntlett. ^^ One would think anybody belonging 
to dear Miss Philippa would miss her." 

This was meant as a hit quite as much at 
Priscilla as at Avice^ for she considered that here 
too very little feeling had been shown as to 
Philippa's death. '^But, the very day she was 
buried, there was the child playing pranks all over 
the place." 

^'Yes, it showed a sad want of heart," said 
Priscilla, and the belief that Avice had no feeling 
which she then acquired actuated her view of her 
for years afterwards. Conscious, as she was of her 
own regret, and of the sad feeling that she was left 
alone of all her family, it never occurred to her 
that she too betrayed it so little that most people 
said of her what she did of Avice. 

'' And then there is that cat," she went on, ^^ it 
is most uncomfortable that it should have dis- 
appeared as it has. You are sure no one is helping 
her to keep it hidden ? Cook declares that she has 
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not given the child any milk or scraps j yet^ if it 

« 

is on the premises^ it certainly must eat. I don't 
like it at all. Yon do not think she can have 
drowned it f '^ 

'^ Drowned the kitten, ma^am ? " 

"Well, I have known children capable of 
doing it; there was a girl in St. Helenas Home, 
where I was matron for some months while there 
was a difficulty in fiUiog the post, who had 
a delight in cruelty — a positive delight — little 
wretch ! and another who tried to burn down the 
house.^^ 

"But Miss Avice .... I don't stand up for 
her, for I never have liked her, and I always said 
she had no more heart than a stone j but she's not 
that sort, ma'am ; she is a deal too fond of animals 
to hurt them. Why, she has even tamed a slow- 
worm — nasty thing ! — till it will lap milk from a 
spoon, Eliza tells me; I have not seen it, for I 
would not go near the creature for anything you 
could give me, but it's somewhere in the Wilder- 
ness. You may be sure she would never harm a 
living thing." 

" I am not so sure, Gauntlett. She may have 
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preferred killing the cat to submitting to my 
orders^ and I shall always have my suspicions 
unless the animal is found/' 

Gauntlett pursed up her thin lips and said no 
more. She was an old family servant^ and knew 
that it was waste of time to argue with Miss 
Priscilla; but the sense of her injustice caused a 
temporary revulsion in favour of Avice in her 
mind. She did not at all guess how much many 
little things which she herself had said had con- 
tributed to Friscilla^s strong prejudice against 
Avice Seaman. 

As they sat at tea she broached the subject. ^^I 
believe you have killed that kitten/' she said all at 
once, fixing her eyes on Avice, who really did not 
at first understand her meaning. 

** Killed what kitten ? '' she asked. 

" How can you pretend not to understand ? The 
kitten you call yours, which you behaved so ill 
about.'' 

Avice stared in uncomprehending wonder, 

'' Killed it how ? " she asked. 

" How should I know ? Drowned it, I suppose." 

Avice's answer was a burst of irrepressible 
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laughter. ^^ Do you mean you think I have killed 
Chilperic ? '' 

^^ There is nothing to laugh about that I can 
see,'^ said Miss Priscilla, angrily. ''Yes, I do mean 
that I think you killed Chilperic, or whatever its 
name was. If you cannot behave properly ^^ — ^for 
the child^s laughter was becoming hysterical with 
mingled amusement and anger — ''you had better 
leave the room.'^ 

Avice took her at her word/ and was gone with 
a rush and a bang of the door, which gave Priscilla 
good cause for displeasure, especially as she could 
hear her still laughing in the passage. "How 

poor Philippa could " she thought ; " but the 

girl has had great disadvantages,'^ she added, more 
tolerantly, "and all one can do is to try to make 
up for them.'' 

Avice recovered composure in the open air, but 
then such indignation arose that she felt as if there 
were hardly anything she could not do or say to 
Miss Priscilla. A hundred speeches occurred to 
her now which she could have made, and she 
pictured herself doing so, of course always crushing 
her antagonist ; and equally, of course, had Priscilla 



MI^^S FRISCILLA ROUSES ASHBURY. 89 

appeared just then^ she would not have dared to 
make one of them. She went wandering about 
the garden^ and watched the wild bees at work 
in the rhododendrons long after the hiVe ones had 
gone home, and paid a visit to her slow-worm in 
the grassy, shady spot known as the Wilderness. 
She had brought it home one day, and, luckily, 
old Zachary had not found ^^ Clementina,^' as she 
called it, or he would have put an end to it, as 
belonging to the race of snakes. It hissed, and 
put out a long, slender tongue at her, but in a 
friendly way. The clock struck eight, and she 
knew she must go to bed. This rule, which 
Priscilla had at once laid down, was a wise one, 
but it seemed cruel to the girl, accustomed to sit 
up as late as she pleased. She lingered so long 
that Eliza had to fetch lier, and Avice could not 
resist the temptation of hiding behind trees and 
summer-houses for a good half-hour. Eliza, who 
had a friend waiting in the kitchen, was out of 
humour. 

*^Pm not going to help you undress," she 
said, when at last she captured her; '^so you 
needn't expect it. Miss Priscilla says them as 
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will have to earn their bread should learn to be 
independent^ and that you'd better begin/' It 
was a rude version of Priscilla's view, and Avice 
fired up. 

" I never asked you to help me ; I don't want 
you or anybody ; but that is not the way to speak 
to me, and you know it." 

"Oh, indeed," said Eliza, '^you are very high 
and mighty for a dependent, miss," and she tossed 
her head and went indoors. She was in a bad 
temper, and glad to revenge herself on the child 
who had treated her insolently in Philippa's time. 
Had Avice been as young or as babyish as they 
thought her, the bolt would not have struck so 
home, but she was neither, and had been growing 
rapidly in mind this last week. Until Philippa 
died she had lived with a child's careless ac- 
quiescence in its surroundings, and Philippa's 
large generous nature neither ruffled her pride nor 
suggested that after all she was only a waif and 
stray, without home or family, or claim on her 
protector. Never regarding her in this light, 
Philippa unconsciously imposed her own tone on 
all about her. The sense that she was a penniless 
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foundling was forced on her just as she was out- 
growing childhood and beginning to think, and 
the shock and clash were great, and seemed likely 
to warp her nature. Then again, after the free- 
dom accorded by Philippa, and running entirely 
wild for good part of a year, the tight reign of 
Priscilla already galled her inexpressibly. She 
stood at her window, looking out on the garden, 
flooded with pale, cold moonlight, which made the 
great trees and their shadows black by contrast, 
and such a sense of bitterness and desolation 
filled her heart that she threw herself down on the 
floor and sobbed in helpless despair and rebellion. 
It was the first time, but by no means the last, 
that A vice broke down in miserable tears under 
the thought that she was only a lost atom, tossed 
about with no place of her own in the world ; but 
perhaps the pain never again was quite so unbear- 
able, and she only gave way thus when quite alone. 
''Nothing will make that child cry,^' Priscilla 
would say, with a sort of impatience, as time went 
on, and she had more experience of her; and, 
indeed, under reproach or reproof, Avice would 
become perfectly hard and indifierent. " She has 
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no feeling/' the maids declared^ recollecting against 
her that apparent carelessness of Philippa's loss^ 
which they had read in her noisj pranks^ and, 
indeed^ how could they tell it was her revolt 
against the ache in her heart and choking in her 
throat which made her behave thas ? And now^ 
when at last her tears ceased^ her desire at once 
was to do something which involved bodily exer- 
tion^ and so work off her heartache; but she 
hurried into bed^ dressed as she was^ when she 
heard Priscilla's step. Priscilla opened the door^ 
saw all stilly and a head on the pillow^ and went 
away^ and Avice jumped up and stood again at 
the window. She had been very much excited 
both by the scene at tea and by Eliza's words^ 
and she felt as if she must run and jump^ and 
get from under a roof. She opened the window 
and looked out. The boughs of a great beech- 
tree almost touched it. 

'^ FU jump into them,'' she thought, and stood 
measuring the distance ; *' if I do break my neck, 
I don't care." 

But, to her surprise and disgust, she found, 
with all her reckless daring, she had not quite 
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nerve enoagh for the leap. Still, the desire to 
get out and feel free possessed her. 

" By the trellis, of course, and the westeria,'* 
she cried, bending out. To her cat-like agility 
it was no great effort to descend thus, and in a 
few minutes she stood panting a little and tri- 
umphant in the moonlit garden. She had often 
been out of doors much later, when Philippa had 
had a fancy for a night walk, or a little astronomy, 
but never alone; the clock had struck ten, and 
there was a sense of mystery in the silence, the 
deep shadows, the sway and rustle of the trees, 
and the far-off sky, strewn with stars paled by 
the moonbeams. It did not seem the same place 
she knew so well by day, and the house was all 
shut up, and not a light visible on the garden 
side. Something made her start by springing 
up upon her, but a sharp yelp of joy told that 
it was Cupid. With the companionship of a 
live creature the sense of mingled fear and awe 
vanished. '^Come along, Cupid,^' she cried, and 
raced away over the lawn, in and out of the 
shadows, with Cupid wild with delight at this 
unexpected game of play, until she was breathless 
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and had to stand stUl^ bnt she was more than 
ever disinclined to go indoors. ^' What can we 
do now, Cupid ? *' said she ; '' I know, we'll go 
and see if the pigs are awake/' 

There were four or five pigs as well as a sow 
with a litter in the styes, and Avice often fed 

4 

them and scratched their backs with a stick, and 
helped the lad who worked under Zachary to 
feed them. Cupid was ready to follow her to 
the farmyard, which was beyond the kitchen- 
garden. The peacock, who had erratic ways of 
roosting, chanced to be sleeping on a low wall, 
and Avice and Cupid scared him by bursting in, 
and he flew down in a paroxysm of fright, and 
ran with long strides, shrieking and sweeping his 
tail before Cupid, who barked, and ran and barked, 
while Avice clapped her hands and laughed, and 
then, seized by a new idea, flung open the stye- 
doors, and called the pigs with the summons 
which, to their ears, meant a meal. One after 
another came bustling out, black and bristly or 
dirty white, with the peculiar, undressed look 
which a white pig has in the moonlight. " Now, 
Cupid ! '' cried Avice, and dog and girl ran at 
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the innocent animals^ and sent them wildly career- 
ing ronnd the yard, remonstrating with wild 
squeals, with which mingled the rapturous bark- 
ing of Cupid and the screams of the peacock, 
while, from his kennel. Watch, the great house- 
dog, bayed furiously. The uproar reached the 
house, and presently, above it all, came the roice 
of Miss Priscilla, advancing at the head of the 
maids, and calling to know what was the 
matter. Naturally, she got no reply. Avice 
caught up Cupid and ran into a shed, whence 
a hen, who had decided to hatch a brood sur- 
reptitiously, rushed flying out with a wild 
cackle, pursued by Cupid, who had struggled out 
of Avice^s arms, to add her share to the con- 
fusion. 

'^What in the world is the meaning of all this?" 
Miss Priscilla was heard demanding amid the din. 
''The pigs seem to have gone mad. Who let 
them out?" 

'Tm sure I don^t know, ma^am,'* Avice heard 
a maid answer ; " pigs is very queer things, and 
there's no saying what they won't do." 

"Well, they can't have let one another out> I 
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suppose/' said Miss Priscilla^ seizing adroitly on 
Cupid as lie darted by ; '' here, drive them back 
into their styes/' 

And, suiting the action to the word, she stood 
forth in the path of a black pig who came running 
by, and who was so little impressed by her 
attempt that he charged full at her, and Avice^ 
choking with amusement, saw Miss Priscilla 
only just stagger aside in time to avoid being 
carried away seated on the back of the largest of 
her pigs. 

Avice left them to deal with the rebels as best 
they could ; she slipped away unnoticed, and was 
returning to the house when the notes of Simon 
Ashbury's organ came across the way. He had 
a small one in his study, and ofben played late 
at night, as she knew very well. She ran down 
the drive and stood listening. How soft and 
sweet the sounds were, as if they asked and 
brought down heavenly peace, and shed it abroad 
into the moonlight. Her mood changed, and 
she went softly indoors and to bed, to lie 
awake and think of the solitary player. ^^He is 
talking to Lucy Ashbury,*' she thought, and 
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lay still with the notes in her ears until she fell 
asleep. 

The next day Ashbury was full of rumours about 
the uproar^ which had made night hideous and 
filled the servants with wonder. They suspected 
Avice, but Priscilla snubbed such suggestions by 
the answer that she had locked the hall-door after 
seeing the child '' in bed and asleep/^ as she said 
with unconscious inaccuracy, and she did not 
ask her a question about it. Every one looked 
curiously at Priscilla sitting in the Beaumont 
seat that Sunday morning, with Avice beside 
her, but no one ventured to stop and question 
her, for she had not been in Ashbury for years, 
not since her elder sister^s death, and seemed 
almost a stranger there, and, moreover, had the 
dignity of a recent bereavement around her. All 
sorts of strange reports, however, were abroad, 
which gained by every repetition. Ashbury had 
so few events to chronicle that it made the very 
most of all which occurred ; and Miss Murch and 
Mrs. Lowe, the solicitor's wife, and one or two 
more, happening to meet Avice the next day, 
sent out on errands by Priscilla, who liked to 

n 
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make every one useful, examined her closely on 
what had occurred. Among them was the Ticar, 
who was as curious as women are said to be, 
and Priscilla appeared so peculiar and alarming 
a creature to him that everything concerning her 
was important. 

*' But what was it all, my little girl V he asked, 
stopping her. 

^^ I suppose it was Miss Priscilla rousing Ash- 
bury,'* Avice answered, glancing up at him from 
under eyelashes which, although very light, were 
so thick as to make a golden brown shade for 
her grey eyes, and the reply sent the vicar into 
spasms of silent laughter. 

He could not resist calling on Simon to reporfc 
it to him. Simon smiled too, but a little sadly. 

'^Poor little girl, she has a saucy tongue but 
a kind heart, and she has done me a great service,*' 
he said, dreamily. 

'^ A great service ! " repeated the vicar, ia 
wonder and inquiry. 

'^Tes, I ascertained, through her, — ^bnt that 
would have no interest for you, Mr. Lisle,** Simon 
answered, recollecting how badly the vicar had 
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behaved in the matter of the Oriolus galbulus,. 
and he would say no more. 

So the vicar had to devour his curiosity, which* 
was greatly excited, and take the consequences of 
his want of interest in the golden oriole. 



H 2 



100 THAT CHILD. 



CHAPER V. 

AVICB PAYS A VISIT. 

TT was not a happy time which now began for 
Avice Seaman. Priscilla honestly wanted to 

do her duty by her, and bring her up to be a 

• 

useful woman, able to earn her own living, for 
she did not feel at all bound to do more for 
her, and she was not aware how much her dislike 
of the child and annoyance at having her as an 
inmate of her house aflTected her manner to her. 
It really was a trial to her ; she liked very young 
children, who had no over-decided ways and wills 
to clash with hers ; but, as to elder ones, her main 
idea was to keep them in order. But she did 
not mean to send Avice away, for almost the one 
strong wish expressed by Philippa was that Avice 
Seaman should always have a home at Ashbury. 
She had not said it with the thought that Priscilla 
would be Avice^s guardian, but her sister felt in 
honour bound to keep the child with her, thouo^h 
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reluctautly enough. She meant her to be a gover- 
ness some day, "for I shall not live for ever, I 
suppose,'' she said; ''and then where will she be V^ 
It seemed as if it would be so easy to leave Avice 
enough money to keep her from need, but Priscilla 
looked on her fortune as belonging after her to 
her nephew. She tried to put Avice through a 
steady course of instruction, but she was too 
hasty-tempered to be able to teach a wayward, 
puzzle-headed girl, and Avice had the strongest re- 
pugnance to being taught by her, and all Priscilla's 
efforts to instruct and exact obedience were baffled 
by a dullness half put on, half real. For punish- 
ment she seemed to care little, nor could she be 
punished perpetually. She fell into a kind of in- 
difference, hostile and sullen when with Priscilla, 
but when once out of her way, was chiefly anxious 
to forget all about her and amuse herself. Pris- 
cilla was more annoyed and provoked by her 
failure than she liked to admit; and she grew 
sharp and imperious, and was apt to make those 
Sunday lessons, which Avice especially hated, very 
personal. Avice was one of those children who 

« 

shrink almost angrily from any forcing of reli- 
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.:gioii upon them. She had learned reverence firom 
Philippa^ and her behaviour at prayers and at 
•church was faultless even in the critical eyes of 
Priscillaj but to have the Bible and catechism ex- 
plained and brought to bear on her by Priscilla 
put her into the naughtiest of her moods. 

''That child will come to no good/' Priscilla 
would say^ at the end of her patience^ which^ in- 
deed^ was an article apt to wear thin^ and Avice 
had a certain triumph in the prediction ; but when 
Priscilla would add, '' your conduct is a disgrace 
not only to yourself but to my poor sister,'* then 
she would have to use all her strength to keep 
tears from bursting forth, though she never felt in 
the least repentant. 

There were times when she could forget her 
troubles, and run and play, and shout as of old, 
but they grew few and fewer. Priscilla's grasp 
was strong, and her yoke heavy, although she 
meant it all for Avice^s good. Some days were 
worse than others ; Priscilla was often out of the 
house for hours together, probably as glad to be 
rid of Avice, who was really a great trouble and 
worry to her, as Avice was to be free of her. 
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and Friscilla had already found full occnpatioii in 
Asbbury. She was in and out of the cottages 
perpetually; she scolded mothers who kept their 
daughters at home " gloving ^^ instead of sending 
them to school^ and she criticised the way in 
which they were taught when they went there; 
and she got some speaking as plain as her 
own from the parish doctor^ whom she exaspe- 
rated by making up and administering drugs to 
the poor on her own responsibility^ but she went 
Oin her way unmoved. The vicar got no peace 
until he ordered a new set of hymn-books for the 
congregation^ and she made him chuckle with 
amusement by a characteristic donation of a set 
of new brushes and brooms for the churchy 
whither she went every Saturday to superintend 
and even lend a hand in dusting and sweeping. 
As for the clothing and coal clubs^ she aggravated 
the secretaries of these to such a degree that they 
resigned in dudgeon^ and somehow^ no one quite 
knew how, Priscilla installed herself in their places, 
with promptness which left no time for any one to 
breathe. 

There was a storm in Ashbury, but she was so 
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impervioas to hints or black looks, and so en- 
tirely convinced that she was doing what was right 
and good, that she always gained her point, and 
as she carried out all that she undertook well and 
thoroughly, there was no valid excuse for com- 
plaint; and then she was a Beaumont, and far 
the most important and energetic person in the 
place, so that no one cared to offer any strenuous 
opposition, such as it would have required to with- 
stand Priscilla. She would say she knew that she 
was not popular, — indeed, she professed to hold a 
wish to be popular a sign of weakness. '' I am 
not one of your amiable people whom everybody 
likes,'' she would say, and, to do her justice, she 
certainly was not. But, in point of fact, she did 
not believe herself unpopular, and would have 
been both surprised and hurt had she ever real- 
ised it. In time her singleness of aim and honesty 
were sure to win respect, and even a certain 
liking; but to one person she constantly grew 
more alarming. This was not the vicar, — ^who 
was, on the whole, amused by her, — ^but Simon 
Ashbury. Having somehow learned that the re- 
venues of the hospital had been lost to it while 
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one of his ancestors was its Master^ she took it 
into her head that the Ashburys were bound to 
refund the income, and could not see Simon with- 
out broaching the subject, totally unable to under- 
stand how sensitive he was upon it, until he grew 
to have a morbid horror of meeting her, and when 
he went out would glance apprehensively around 
lest she should be approaching, and, if he saw her, 
would dart down sideways or into the first house 
where he could take refuge. The vicar was infi- 
nitely entertained by the alarm which the most 
distant glimpse of Miss Priscilla's little black 
bonnet awakened in him, and when he met him 
found great amusement in introducing her name ; 
but he had no idea what sufiering she inflicted 
on Simon, who almost shut himself up in his 
house unless actually forced to go abroad. He 
had Priscilla Beaumont on the nerves, and she, 
meanwhile, roused Ashbury, and went straight on 
as if she had been a battering-ram. 

But, after a while, she owned that she could do 
nothing with Avice. The daily struggle to teach 
her was too wearisome, and she determined to 
send her as a day scholar to Miss Kitel. That she 
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had not had her long bofore,— -or^ at all events, 
during those months when Avice was ranning wild 
daring the absence of Philippa, — had been a great 
surprise and vexation to Miss KiteL 

'^ I cannot understand it^ Mrs. Lowe,^' she would 
say^ plaintively ; '^ so bad for the child^ and my 
school so pleasant and contiguous/' 

It would have been a feather in her cap to have 
had a scholar from Miss Beaumont's family, she 
thought. And now she was to have her. . Avice 
thought anything woald be better than being 
taught by Miss Friscilla, and did not mind at all 
being transferred in semi-disgrace, and Miss Kitel 
welcomed her eagerly ; but, after a while, a new 
fold came on the brow of the schoolmistress when 
Avice Seaman was named, and Avice herself did 
not look as if she prospered at Miss Kitel-s semi- 
nary. Simon Ashbury, who got into a way of 
watching for her as she went by every day to 
school, noticed the change. He had the deepest 
pity for any one who was in Miss Priscilla's hands, 
and the dull, weary look on the girl's face sad- 
dened him. He hoped she would come and in- 
quire for Chilperic, but she never did. After 
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observing her for some weeks^ be felt as if he 
must hear from her how she fared, and, in spite 
of his dread of Priscilla, appearing round some 
comer, he went out one afternoon and met Avice 
returning slowly home, as if she did not care how 
long it took her to get there. 

" Well, my dear, have you no message for Chil- 
peric r He has grown a terrible tyrant, and even 
rules over Davies herself/' 

'* I am so glad." 

" And how do you like going to school ? and in 
what class are you ? '' 

Avice's face gloomed over ; it had cleared when 
he spoke of Chilperic. 

" I don^t like it at all, and I'm in the lowest 
class, with Lilias Bell and Eosie Lowe and a lot 
more babies.'^ 

*' In the lowest class ? why, how is that ? '' 

*^ Because I am a dunce, I suppose. Miss Kitel 
says so.'' 

"1 don't think that can be it," said Simon, 
kx^dng at her meditatively. 

'^I dare say it is, and I'm sure I don't mind. 
There's nobody to care, so it does not matter. I'm 
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not going to take any pains just to please Miss 
Kitel or Miss Priscilla/' 

''Dear, dear ! this is very sad,'' said Simon. 

^' I don't think it is particnlai'ly sad. If I had 
somebody bothering whether I got good marks 
like Milly Wood or Dolly Johnson, who are always 
talking about their mothers, and how pleased they 
will be about this and that, I should have to 
drudge like them, and it would be a great plague, 
so I'm better off as I am, with nobody to care." 

She spoke with hard defiance, but there was a 
tremble of the lips which did not escape Simon. 

'^That child is older than they fancy," he 
thought. " I think I care, my dear," he said 
aloud. 

^' You ! but why ? " she asked, with incredulous 
astonishment that any one should concern himself 
about it, which went to Simon's heart. 

^^ For several reasons, little one. I cannot think 
that the girl who defended Chilperic so bravely has 

nothing in her worth caring about, and then 

Well, neither of us has many belongings, and I 
dare say we both feel lonely, in our different 
ways." 
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But you can do just as you like/' 
Just so,'^ he answered sadly. '* It is a long 
time since I had any one to care, as you say, what 
happened to me for good or bad, and I know how 
it feels, my dear." 

'^ Do you ? '* said Avice, staring at him, and then, 
as if something in the gentle, sad face, old before 
its time, had touched her to the quick, she ex- 
claimed, " Look here, Mr. Ashbury, I hate it all, 
the girls and all; I hear them talking of their 
homes and their own people ; even Maggie Lee 
has an aunt who brings her up and thinks no one 
ever was like the stupid little puss, so that she 
never seems to mind having no father or mother ; 
and at the end of term their relations will come 
and see the prizes given, and all that stupid 
nonsense, and those who have done badly will at 
least know some one is sorry; but what shall I 
have ? What's the use of doing well if I could ? 
and I dare say I could if I tried.'' 

'' My poor little girl 1 '' said Simon, as she 
dashed some tears angrily away. 

^^I don't want to be pitied," she said, in her 
former tone. 
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''It does not help one much^ I know/' Le 
answered sadly. 

''No, it does not help me, I suppose," said 
Avico, in an odd, doubtfal way, "but it is kind, 
all the same. I don't think I should mind so 
much if I knew who my people were and what my 
name was, but now I don't seem to have any one, 
and the girls all know it. I heard them telling 
Faith Kitel about me : she's a niece of Miss Kitel's, 
just come from Devonshire to live with her, and 
teach the little ones, — and me," she added, con- 
temptuously. 

" But your name is Seaman, — you know that." 

" No, it is not, any more than Avice, really and 
truly." 

" Seaman is not your name ? What makes you 
fancy that, my dear ? " asked Simon, much sur- 
prised. 

" Because I know it is not. Miss Philippa 
always said so, and I never could make her under- 
stand it was not, so I gave up trying. Mamma 
called me a name rather like that, I think, only she 
said it more like See-monne," said Avice, with the 
painful, straining look sho had worn when she 
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began to recover from her long illness. "I get 
hold of little bits about it all^ and then they seem 
to slip away and get misty, and though I try so 
hard to remember, I am afraid it's all going away 
out of my head. I can't recollect mamma's face 
now, nor papa's.'' 

'• What do you remember about coming here ? " 
asked Simon, as he walked beside her ; and Mrs. 
Lowe, coming home from the draper's, and Miss 
Murch, looking out of her window, both won- 
dered what Mr. Ashbury and '^that child" 
could be saying to one another, but neither 
he nor Avice noticed the observation they were 
attracting. 

^'I just recollect papa's kissing me, and her 
crying, and then he went away, and he had on a 
uniform, I think, and we put our things into boxes. 
I remember that, because I put our little dog into 
one to pack him up, and somebody would not let 
me, so I went into a passion. And then we went 
for a journey, or two journeys : I can't tell any 
more." 

Simon had listened with keen interest. He 
could easily suppose that the railway accident, 
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and tHe long consequent illness^ and the bewilder- 
ment of finding herself among total strangers^ 
speaking a tongue almost or quite unknown^ had 
entirely confused the little mind. Had there been 
any one at hand who understood the language 
familiar to her^ and sympathetic with children^ she 
probably might have gradually pieced together her 
broken recollections, and revealed much of her 
history, but Philippa was content with her own 
theory and unapt to seize slight indications, and 
the opportunity went by. 

'^ You do not recollect anything about your 
family, then ? '* he asked. " Did they speak no 
English ? " 

"1 don't think so. I am not English — Vm 
French. Some day I shall go back to France 
and find out my own people.'' 

He looked at her with fresh compassion, feeling 
how hopeless was such a quest, but would not 
say so. 

'^ Well, then, you must try to be a sensible girl 
and a well-mannered one," he suggested, "that 
they may not be ashamed of you if ever you 
find them.'' 
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I never thought of that," said Avice, startled. 
" That's true/' 

She had, for some inexplicable reason, been 
rather proud of being ill-mannered and rude, but 
for a moment she saw herself as these possible 
relations would see her. 

'^ Would you really care if I tried to be good 
and learned more ? ^' she added. 

'^I should. It would give me pleasure. Tell 
me, is there no lesson at all you have any liking 
for ? " 

" Not the way they teach. Just listen, Mr. 
Ashbury : for history they have got * Mrs. Mark- 
ham' for the big girls and 'Little Arthur' for 
the younger ones. ' Little Arthur ! ' " It would 
be impossible to render the accent of scorn with 
which she uttered the name of that innocent little 
book. "Why, I used to read Hume and Hollinshed 
and some of Froissart with Miss Philippa." 

Simon laughed outright. 

''Well, I dare say it is rather poor food, my 
dear, but if they do not know that you have 
learned any history " 

" Oh, I told them, but I don't think Miss Kitel 



114 THAT CHILD. 

knew what Hollinshed was^ and she said Hnme 
was not meant for children. And we have to 
iearn Pinnock's ' Catechism o{ Boman History ' 
and * Child's Guide/ However, I rather like that ; 
I did not know what pin-money really was till 
I saw it there, nor that the Persians wore gloves ; 
that's not so bad/' 

'' Well, besides ' Child's Guide ? ' " 

*' Oh, I don't know— grammar, and tables, and 
dates, and poetry. Mr. Ashbury, you would hate 
poetry if you heard those children saying it over, 
and over, and over." 

*^I dare say I should. Do you think your 
teacher enjoys it ? " 

*' Faith Kitel ? I don't know ; it's her business, 
you know." 

''True. No doubt that makes it agreeable to 
her." 

His smile prevented Avice from taking affront 
at the irony in his tone, and conscience apparently 
pricked her, for she said, as if on the defensive, 
''Now, Mr. Ashbury, if you had to say stupid 
verses, or hear beautiful ones, — that's worse, I 
* think, — stumbled over a dozen times, you would 
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haye to get some fun out of it or run away. Miss 
Daws never fonnd out why all the girls laughed 
when I said my poetry^ and it was such fun to 
make mistakes and set them off; once I had a 
line about the burghers of Carlisle^ and I called 
them burglars^ and she never noticed and could 
not think why the girls giggled ; but Faith catches 
me up directly^ and tells another to go on^ and 
looks as grave and stupid as possible/' 

'' How old is Miss Faith ? '' 

'^ About sixteen^ I think. She has a lot of 
brothers and sisters at home^ and they are as 
poor as beggars^'' said Avice^ as if she had herself 
at least a thousand a year. ^' ' Faith ! ' What a 
stupid name ! ^' 

" Do you think so ? It is an old name in the 
Eitel family. One of them built the chapel of 
St. Faith, where you sit on Sundays.^' 

" Is that why she is called so ? I never knew 
that. Then it is a real old name. Do jou mean 
some one belonging to Miss Kitel built that 
chapel ? " 

" Certainly ; Edmund Kitel, of Kitel's Crag, in 
the beginning of Henry VII/s reign/' 
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Avice stood still for a moment^ amazed. Her 
view of her schoolmistress suddenly altered. 
" Then she is a lady ! " she exclaimed. 

'^Undoubtedly. Why should you doubt it? 
Surely not because she has to work for a livings 
child ? '' 

^'I think Faith has a nice face^ and she 
does know something/' said Avice, meditatively. 
^^ She never gets cross, though she will be 
minded. I tried one day all I could to- put her 
out of temper, but she only looked grave, and 
set me something to do at home. I wish I had 
an old name.'' 

Avice was apt to bring everything back to 
herself, but Simon, though he had perceived it, 
was too much touched by the longing to feel 
herself connected with some one or something 
to be severe. 

'^ There's one thing I won't learn, anyhow," 
she said, after a pause, ^* and that's music." 

*' What ! you dislike music ! " cried Simon, with 
hurt indignation. 

" Dislike it ! I dare say I should learn it if I 
did. I love it, Mr. Ashbury ! I did so wish 
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Miss Philippa coald have taught me^ but she did 
not know one note from another^ and never had 
the old piano tuned^ but I used to make up things 
that came into my head and try to play on it. 
But the way they strum and thump and play oat 
of time just drives me mad. I can't bear it. I 
should not do my lessons so badly if there were 
not practising going on. Oh, do tell me what you 
played last Sunday evening as we were going out 
of church. Miss Priscilla would not stay and 
listen, and I did so want to stop.^' 

Simon hummed a few notes. 

"Yes, yes, that was it. Oh, do play it again 
next Sunday.'' 

" I am afraid I can't do that," said Simon, with 
an odd recollection of his predecessor, who had 
about three voluntaries in his repertoire^ and used 
them alternately, '* but if you have time and will 
come into my house — here we are — ^you can pay 
Chilperic a little visit, and I will play it to you. 
Or, will it keep you too long ? " 

" Oh, nb. If Miss Priscilla misses me, she will 
onlv think I have an imposition and am kept in. 
It will not matter." 
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Simon shook his head^ but while Miss Priscilla 
had the greatest faith in a good talking to, to an 
offender, he had little belief in words, and now 
fancied that music would speak more effectively 
to this little rebel than anything that he could 
say ; and when she had flown at Chilperic, curled 
up in Simon's own arm-chair, and rejoiced over 
his sleek and handsome looks, Simon played for 
her the lovely air from Mendelssohn's *' Elijah,'' 
" Oh, rest in the Lord." She had offered to blow 
the bellows, so as to set his foot free for the 
pedals, but he declined, using the mechanical 
means he was accustomed to blow with when 
alone; and by degrees she evidently forgot all but 
the music, standing quite still, with a look of ab- 
sorbed attention on her face, which seemed to still 
and soften it until, as he glanced at her, he could 
hardly recognise the hard, sullen child of every- 
day life. 

'^ ^ And He will give thee — will give thee thy 
heart's desire,' " she repeated, as he slowly raised 
his long, slender fingers from the key-board, and 
the sounds died softly away. " Do you think He 
will if I do wait patiently ? I can wait, you know. 
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if He will do it. Oh^ I hope He will let me know 
about my own people. Perhaps papa is alive still. 
Oh, I wish I knew ! Do you think He will want 
me to wait very long ? '^ 

'^ He knows the right time to give us what we 
want — and long for/' Simon said, and she noticed 
with quick comprehension that his eyes glistened. 
'^You and I must both wait His good time, my 
dear.'^ 

'^Well, Pll wait, then,'' she said, with a long 
sigh, '^ but I hope it will soon be the right time, 
don't you ? " 

She turned away from the organ and looked 
around her. 

'^ What a lot of books and papers ! " she said, 
with great interest, as her eye travelled down the 
long, low room. '' And a telescope. Miss Philippa 
told me the names of some of the stars. I should 
like to see the moon and Jupiter through it. 
What is this thing framed on the wall ? It's old— 
1440, the date says. Who made it ? " 

*^ That is a star chart, a wonderful piece of work 
for the time when it was drawn up. It was 
^ made,' as you say, by my ancestor, Roger Bolin-- 
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broke ; my mother wa43 descended from his sister. 
Did you ever hear of him in history ? " 

Avice stood with knitted brow. Miss Priscilla 
would have thought her sullen^ but she was only 
concentrating her thoughts in an effort to re- 
member. He almost regretted that he had in- 
duced her to make it^ guessing readily that 
the brain^ which had had such a shock four 
years before, still worked with diflBculty. '^ Roger 
Bolinbroke '^ he began^ but she made an im- 
patient gesture. " Wait ! '' she cried brusquely, 
and then suddenly a look of delight and relief 
flashed over her face. 

'^I know! we read about him once. It was 
Boger Bolinbroke who helped to make the waxen 
figure of King Henry VI., which Lady Eleanor 
Cobham meant to waste before a fire that the 
poor king might die.*' 

" That was what her enemies and his said/^ 
answered Simon^ with some heat^ '' and men who 
were ignorant and prejudiced believed it.'' 

*' But was he not a magician ? " 

*'No more than poor Marjory Jordan^ who 
was burned as a witch under the same charge. 
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He was a learned astronomer and berbalist^ and 
knew more than his neighbours — that was his 
crime/' 






And so are you," said Avice. 
Why, what makes you think that ? I beKeve 
I have an inherited love of star-gazing, and I 
dabble in botany; but what do you know about 
it?^' 

" Why I saw you last summer looking all about 
Red Earl Gilbert's dyke for plants. I don't think 
you saw us, but you were talking to yourself about 
the Banewort, and how it is said to have sprung 
from Danish blood." 

'^Was I?" said Simon, blushing like a girl, 
^'that's a bad habit, but I believe I do talk to 
myself — or to Chilperic. And really I believe he 
begins to understand me, for he answers me by 
the most singular little cries, quite unlike what he 
would address to another cat, I fancy; and he 
takes the greatest interest in what I do — sits and 
stares at me until I feel quite nervous, comes on 
my manuscript, and sometimes actually takes the 
pen out of my hand when he thinks I have written 
enough. I suspect him of wishing to write his 
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own autobiography. There ! " said Simon^ with a 
start and look of wonder at Ayice^ as Chilperic 
just then raised a sleepy head and began to purr 
in a low bass voice. '^ I had no idea how much 
intelligence there was in cats/' 

" If yon treat them like ourselves, they behave 
just like reasonable people/' said Avice; "it's 
only stupid persons who know nothing about them 
that think they have no senses and are all alike ; 
they're as different as you and Miss Priscilla. And 
I like a cat because you can't make her do any- 
thing. '^ She'Jl do it if she chooses, but not be- 
cause you beat her or scold her." Simon smiled 
at this characteristic utterance. " Pussies are dear 
things I " and she stooped and stroked Chilperic, 

who gave a faint little mew of remonstrance at 
being roused. 

"Yes, they are very feminine," said Simon, 
thoughtfully. " I'm afraid they are a little selfish, 
but it is so graceful and gentle that one rather likes 
it. Chilperic never fails to take the best place, 
whether by the window, or on a cushion, or my 
table, but he purrs so cheerfully and looks so con- 
vinced that I must wish him to have it, that it is 
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quite a pleasure to let him do it. I find him very 
amusing/' 

" Miss Priscilla thinks I drowned him/' 

" What ! " 

'' YeSy she thinks I killed him because I wonld 
not let her give him away/' 

*' Monstrous ! Why have you not undeceived 
her ? '' 

" I don't mean to do it. If she chooses to think 
so she may." 

*' My dear, you really ought to tell her the fact," 
urged Simon. '^ I cannot conceive how she could 
ever suppose it, but at all events she ought to be 
told how it is." 

'^ I shan't," answered Avice, with the look which 
Priscilla knew so well. 

" It's a pity," said Simon, and he said no more. 

"I don't care what she thinks of me, Mr. 
Ashbury.^ 

So it seems, my dear.^ 

There was a pause. Avice had no intention of 
yielding, but she felt vexed and uncomfortable. 

"I ought to go," she said; ''good-bye, Mr. 
Ashbury ; good-bye, my pretty puss.' 
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" I shall expect another visit soon/' said Simon, 
and she tamed an astonished look on him. Evi- 
dently this was not what she had expected. 

"I'll come, then, some day,'' she said; "good- 
bye." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

HISS KITEL TAKES A WALK. 

A PTER Avice had left him, it struck Simon 
that he ought not to encourage her to visit 
him without the permission of Miss Priscilla, and 
the thought filled him with uneasy compunction. 
He felt like a child who has done wrong and 
has not courage to own it ; for, as to requesting 
Priscilla's leave, he knew he could not bring him- 
self to do it. To give her, voluntarily, an oppor- 
tunity of launching forth on the subject of St. 
Wulfstan's Hospital was more than could be ex- 
pected of him. He sighed wearily and turned 
to his writing-table, and, unlocking one of the 
drawers with a key which he always carried 
attached to his watch-chaiu, he took out a heap 
of closely-written papers, and began to read them 
through. Those drawers where his manuscripts 
were locked up contained the labour and solace 
of the last twenty years. It was his darling wish 
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to write a local history of Ashbury and the dis- 
trict round it^ telling all the long tale of its his- 
torical associations^ its natural history^ its legends^ 
the story of all the old families connected with it^ 
and everything which could be related of its noble 
churchy and the market-hall^ and all other note- 
worthy buildings in the place. Such a work would 
be costly to publish^ he knew^ especially if, as he 
intended, it were illustrated; and he meant to 
employ some good artist, who should sketch the 
yarious parts of the church and the old houses^ 
with careful accuracy. ^^ It will cost a fortune," 
the vicar exclaimed, when Simon once told him. 
his plan. '^I know it,'' was Simon's answer; 
'' but I have no one to come after me." He was 
aware that no publisher would be likely to under- 
take a work so expensive and little likely to be 
widely bought, and he meant to devote his own 
money to it, but meanwhile he was too tender- 
hearted to save much, few as his expenses were — 
some one always seemed to need whatever he 
had to spare, — ^and he began to think the '^ opiis 
magnum" as the vicar called it, would have to be 
published after his death. He was sorry for this, 
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bat^ after all^ there was Btill a great deal to be 
done to the work before it Batisfied him^ and he 
went on adding and altering and arranging-— one 
day dejected because some link in a tradition 
einded him — ^another^ elate at discovering traces 
of French architects' work in the chnrch which 
Had hitherto escaped all eyes, — and another, going 
ofT for a ten-miles' walk without a moment's con^ 
sideration of distance or weather, in search of 
some old portrait which he had heard of as still 
existing, and hoped to have engraved for his 
'^ History of Ashbury." If not a happy man, he 
had learned to be contented, thanks to this en- 
grossing interest; but the all-pervading Priscilla 
had unconsciously got a finger into this pie, as well 
as so many others, and spoiled hisj'peace of mind 
and pleasure cruelly. It had <ilways been a sore 
point with him that an undoubted cloud rested on 
the memory of his ancestor — ^that Simon Ashbury, 
who, when nobody else in the neighbourhood 
cared a pin whether Monmouth succeeded or failed, 
must needs support him with tongue and pen, 
even if he did not actually join him, as some said 
he did. Others declared that he had fled abroad^ 
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taking with kirn the title-deeds of lands lately- 
made over to the hospital to renew its fallen for- 
tunes, and a large sum of money besides. There 
was no certainty as to his fate, though a rumour 
prevailed, and was believed by many, that he had 
been arrested after Sedgmoor, and taken to 
London, where he died of small-pox. In any case, 
he returned no more, and the heir of that Scuda- 
more who had given the lands, highly disapprov- 
ing of his cousin's liberality, brought a lawsuit, 
against which no defence was set up, since title- 
deeds and deed of gifl were alike missing, and the 
new Sir John Scudamore was in high favour at 
Court. St. Wulfstan's Hospital sank more and 
more into poverty, and now its revenues barely 
supported those few old men whom Simon would 
wince to see, as they came out of their almshouse 
or sat in the shelter of the market-hall. ''That 
Sir Owen Scudamore should have died just when 
he did, instead of living six months longer, and 
clearing my ancestor ! '' he would mutter, with 
positive indignation, very little deserved probably 
by Sir Owen, who would have lived if he could, 
and had no choice about it. 
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Simon did not for a moment admit that his 
ancestor had gone off with deeds or money^ nor 
that he was, as Priscilla maintained^ in any way 
boond to refund the missing snm, bat it was not a 
pleasant page to write in his history ; and the more 
he reflected on it^ the less he liked it, and the more 
he tried to discover some trace of what had really 
happened ; bat it was as little to be made out as 
the rest of that inscription of which only "we 
fecit ^^ remained. That vexed his soul, too, and 
had cost him long hours of thought and worry; 
but it was not such a thorn as this uncomfortable 
story about St. Wulfstan's, with Priscilla to keep 
it fresh and stinging. He sat before his writing- 
table and could not write for thinking of it, and 
of Avice Seaman, and what he ought to do if she 
came again. 

But she did not seem inclined to come. She 
was shy and proud, and waited till she should 
meet him again, and was hurt that it did not 
occur, never guessing Simon^s dilemma, nor that 
he watched to see her go by every day on the 
other side of the street, and wondered how she 
was faring. His interest in Avice strengthened, 

K 
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and helped him to shake off the brooding melan- 
choly and indifference which had crept over him. 
He thought of Jier when he played a yolantary ia 
chorch^ and would tnm his telescope on the Beau- 
mont gardens to try to see her there ; and for her 
sake he took some pains to get a sight of Faitl:^ 
Kitel^ and decided with satisfaction that she looked 
a kind^ sensible girl^ not likely to be hard on the 
child. His observations of Avice herself were less 
satisfactory : he thought she looked out of hearty 
and he was right. It troubled him a good deal^ 
and he would reflect on it while he stroked Chil- 
peric, which he had a way of doing whenever he 
was thinking about Avice. It was no doubt un- 
reasonable^ but he could not help feeling as if he 
were responsible for her. His was a nature gentle, 
reserved, and solitary, and he shrank from openly 
interfering in others' business ; but at last he felt 
that he must do something. Saturday was a half- 
holiday, and Miss Kitel always profited by it to 
settle her weekly bills. Every one's comings and 
goings were pef ectly well known to every one else 
in Ashbury, and Simon, little as he troubled him- 
self about his neighbours, was perfectly well aware 
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of this habit of Miss KiteFs. He took advantage 
of it to encounter her^ and^ as they had the same 
grocer, went out to pay his weekly bill just at the 
time she was accustomed to sally forth with her 
little pile of account-books and her purse, which 
always had a flat and empty look, rather patheti- 
cally suggestive of the struggles the poor woman 
had to make in order to make both ends nieet. 
Lap over they never could : she would have felt 
rich if they had. 

Simon managed so weU that he was about to 
pay his bill when she entered, and he had only 
just settled what cheese he would have — with an 
inward conviction that it was the very last' he 
ought to have chosen, and thAt Mrs. Davies vould 
not easily forgive him for meddling with her pro- 
vince, — ^when Miss Kitel prepared to leave the 
shop. She had seen Simon and bowed to him, for 
of course they were acquainted; both had been 
bom in Ashbury, and had been neighbours all 
their lives, though there was so little intimacy 
between them that when Simon walked beside her 
down the street, towards the next shop whither 
she was bounds Miss Kitel felt rather guttered,; aiid 
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wondered what people wonld say if they noticed 
Mr. Ashbury accompanying her; for Simon was 
too shy and retiring often to be seen abroad^ nor 
did he ever offer his company to any one^ nnless 
the ticar^ and Miss Kitel was always nervonsly 
afraid of remarks. '^A schoolmistress has to be 
so carefal^ and set snch an unimpeachable example 
of propriety/' she would say, with a sigh, as if 
. sometimes she found it a little oppressive to act 
up to the necessary standard. She was a thin, 
whitey-brown, tired-looking woman, with a depre- 
cating, anxious face, as if in constant fear of 
offending some one, and perhaps losing a pupil. 

" I see one of your scholars pass my house every 
day,'' said Simon. '^Little Miss Seaman." 

''Yes," said Miss Kitel, with a sort of gasp, 
'^ she has come to me this quarter." 

'' I suppose she has had very little regular in- 
struction since poor Miss Beaumont left Ashbury," 
said Simon. 

''Instruction I " said Miss Eitel, lifting her pale- 
blue eyes to heaven. "I do assure you, Mr. 
Ashbury, I never had so ignorant a child entrusted 
to me in my whole life — never. She knows abso- 



MISS KITEL TAKES A WALK. 133 

lately nothing — ^nothing whatever. How a pupil 
of Miss Philippa Beaumont^ whom we all know 
was a wonderful woman^ can be so deplorably 
ignorant I am unable to understand/' 

'' Perhaps she had not the art of teaching. It 
is a special gift^ and all ladies, however clever, do 
not possess it.'' 

"It is very kind of you to say so," answered 
Miss Eatel, apparently thinking that Simon in- 
tended a personal compliment, of which he was 
quite guiltless ; " but a pupil of Miss Beaumont's ! 
— and the worst of it is that the child has 
picked up all sorts of useless knowledge, which 
she brings out all of a sudden, making one feel as 
if one had been shot, if you can understand me ; 
and then her impertinence ! — really, with all my 
experience of girls, I may truly say I never saw 
anything to equal it." 

Simon could believe it. 

" I am sure, if you had not had to do with them, 
you would never believe what girls are," continued 
the poor schoolmistress j "but Avice Seaman is 
beyond anything I ever knew. Of course one 
cannot expect that a child who comes no one can 
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day from where^ and whose parents are unknown, 
and who may even be a foreigner, should be what 
one would desire and expect; but still, with the 
advantages she has had, one might have hoped for 
something less — less — I really don't know what 
word to use. I sometimes think she will be the 
death of me with her audacity. I caught her 
mimicking Miss Daws yesterday, and sending all 
the class into fits of giggling; she is in Miss 
Daws^s class for French, and to-day I really 
believe, Mr. Ashbury, she was mimicking me ! '' 

"You don't say so ! '' said Simon, with praise- 
Worthy gravity. '' What does Miss Priscilla Beau- 
mont say to all this ? '' 

/-Oh, my dear Mr. Ashbury, that is the worst of 
it! I felt I must really write and complain, 
though it is a great risk to complain of a pupil,—* 
anything is usually better ; but still. Miss Beaumont 
not being a parent, I thought I might venture, 
but I had the — ^the pleasure of a visit from her this 
afternoon, and — and it really was iarying. You see 
she is such a very clear-headed and superior 
person, that it is a little overpowering. I would 
pot for the world say anything disriespectful,'' the 
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poor woman hastened to add^ laokiDg nervously 
around^ '^and I dare say all she said was quite 
true^ but to be flatly told one has not kept up with 
the times and the march of intellect^ and that all 
the books used in the school are obsolete^ is-^is a 
little trying. And if Miss Beaumont should say so 
to other people^ I cannot tell what the consequences 
might be, — I really cannot/' 

Tears of nervousness and. anxiety started to her 
faded eyes, and Simon was very sorry for her. 

'' It is all true, I dare say,'* she repeated^ wiping 
them, ''and Fm quite ashamed to be so upset; 
I'm sure you will not mention anything I have 
said, Mr. Ashbury. Perhaps I ought not to have 
mentioned it, but I was so — so disturbed that I am 
a&aid I cried this afternoon, and that, as she 
justly observed, was weak-minded. I cannot tell 
you how ashamed I was; but when one has only 
one's own exertions to depend on, and others to 
help, as most of us have, and does not feel as 
young ias one used — girls are so wearing! and 
times so hard, — it is a little depressing to be 
told — but of course, as she remarked, it is 
always best to know the truth', and I am sure she 
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meant it kindly; Bhe said herself she only spoke 
for my good, though at the time, I confess^ I 
thought her a little wanting in consideration/' 

'^I should think Miss Priscilla Beaumont had 
about as much consideration for other people's 
feelings as an express train,'' said Simon, with more 
acrimony than he had ever shown in his life before. 
He, too, had his private grievance, and it rankled. 

" Oh, Mr. Ashbury, indeed I never meant tio 
imply — indeed, I only wish we were all as capable 
and excellent as she is ; but perhaps a lady who is 
so well off and well bom — though for that matter 
the Kitels are an older family in the county than 
her own, as you know better than any one ; but I 
.dare say she would find it hard to understand how 
low-spirited and anxious people in my position get. 
You know, if a new school were to be set up — 
people are terribly fond of novelty; and I do 
assure you, since Miss Beaumont suggested it 
might be desirable for the place, I have been so 
uneasy that I hardly know what I am about ! And 
if that child persists in defying all my efforts to 
teach her, I really dare not think what the con- 
sequences may be I 
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'' Does she not improve at all ? ^' asked Simon^ 
disappointed. 

'' Well, perhaps a little, Faith^ — ^my niece, Mr. 
Ashbury, my brother's eldest girl, who has just 
come to live with me, — she says there is improve- 
ment, and that possibly she may be moved to 
another class after the midsummer holidays. It is 
really disgraceful a girl of eleven should be in the 
lowest class with little Bosie and Lilias and the 
Prices.^' 

'' At least eleven. I should not be surprised if 
she were thirteen.'' 

'^No, really, Mr. Ashburyf From what you 
have seen of her ? And should you say she was a 
lady by birth ? " 

" Certainly," said Simon, decisively. " Look at 
her slender wrists and hands, and the make of the 
child. K she were prettily dressed and looked 
happy, she would be another child." 

" Beally ! Tou think so ? " Simon was a great 
authority in Ashbury. '' I should like to know who 
she can be. It is most singular that her mother, 
or whatever the person with her was, should have 
been coming to Ashbury — a foreigner ! " 



138 THAT CHILD. 

. " Comiiig to Aghbury I '* 

''Why, you must have heard her ticket was 
for Ashbiiry. I thought every one knew that/' 

"IhearsoUttW 

"Ah, very true; you have such absorbing 
occupation in your great work/' All sorts of 
rumours were current about Simon's book, but he 
was shy and sensitive on the subject, and always 
shrank from any questions about it. Just now he 
was too much interested in what had been said 
before to think about it* 

"To Ashbury! And a foreigner, you say? 
French, too ! " 

He seemed speaking to himself. 

" Yes, we all thought it most strange. So un- 
fortunate that the child should have forgotten all 
about her early history ! " 

"Ah, the child," he said, with a start; "yes, 
yes. Has she no taste for anything, then ? " 

" There does not seem a thing she takes to," 
answered Miss Eatel, despairingly." 

" Not music," said Simon, with a smile. 

"My dear Mr. Ashbury, she has no taste for 
music. When Miss Daws plays a piece to her. 



MISS KITEL TAKES A WALK. 139 

aEnd her execution^ as you mnat know^ is most 
r,emarka})le — '' Sitnon^ who had heard Miss Daws 
perform at some occasional Christmas party which 
he could not avoid, involuntarily shuddered. ''Well, 
when Miss Daws plays, she actually pretends not 
to enjoy — in fact, I might say, to dislike it ! now 
really, after that ! *' 

" Possibly she might appreciate the organ more 
than the piano. I have known such cases,'' 
said Simon, with strong inward sympathy for 
Avice. "I should like to try the experi- 
ment.'' 

" Ton, Mr. Ashbury ! " 

" Yes j I should like to give her lessons, if it 
could be arranged." 

" I am sure— at least, I think I may say I am 
sure that Miss Beaumont — any one ought to feel 
honoured by such an offer," said Miss Eatel, in 
great surprise; and Simon appeared to feel that 
some explanation was necessary, for he coloured a 
tittle, and said, " It is an odd fancy, but I believe 
I have odd fancies, and I should be glad of the 
interest. Perhaps Miss Daws would not object to 
pass her pupil over to me." 
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Object I ^' repeated Miss Kitel^ again uplifting 
het eyes expressively. '' But, indeed, my dear sir, 
you do not guess what you undertake. It is like 
trying to instruct a wave of the sea, or — or, I don^t 
know what ! '' 

'^ I should like to try. Do you think you could 
arrange it with Miss Beaumont?'' he asked, 
quaking inwardly, as he thought of the possible 
necessity of coming in contact with her. 

" Oh, certainly ; that is, I can lay year most 
valuable offer before her,'' replied Miss Kitel, much 
flattered, as she recollected how little any one 
could count on influencing Priscilla, and how 
formidable it would be either to correspond with 
or interview her; and her nervousness increased 
tenfold when she saw that, in the interest of their 
conversation, she had long passed her baker's, and 
walked almost out of Market Street and into the 
country. She looked round in great trepidation, 
but was a little relieved to see no acquaintance 
near. *' I — I don't know how I came to walk on 
in this way," she said, blushing quite rosily.. " I 
had no idea — ^really I must turn back. We are 
close to your own house, Mr. Ashbury, and I must 
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say gfOod-morniDg. I am sure you will not mention 
— If I can make Miss Beaumont see the thing as 
I do^ and I think there can be no question — 
Dear me, there is Dr. Medland ! — ^he will wonder 
— and is that not some one coming down the 
Beaumont drive ? I really must go at once. Good- 
morning, Mr. Ashbury.'* 

And she hurried off all in a flutter. 

^' Poor woman 1 '' said Simon, with a hasty 
glance towards the gate opposite, but it was only 
a child with a basket on her arm who was coming 
out, and, relieved that it was not Priscilla, he went 
leisurely indoors. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

HISS FBISCILLA KEEPS HER PROMISE. 

TN one respect Miss Priscilla was like her own 
pigs: if anybody wanted her to go in one 
direction^ she was tolerably snre to tarn in another. 
It proved so with regard to Avice's music-lessons. 
In answer to Miss KiteVs carefully-written letter 
on the subject, she received a three-cornered note, 
which shocked her even before she opened it by 
its want of ceremony. "On plain paper, too,*' 
as she said, recollecting what inch-broad borders 
of black she herself had used whenever she lost 
a near relation. But the shock which the outside 
of the note gave her was nothing to what its 
contents caused. Had she been accustomed to 
quote Shakespeare, she would certainly have ex- 
claimed with Bassanio, "Here are a few of the 
unpleasant'st words that ever blotted paper,'' for 
Miss Priscilla wrote briefly that she was much 
obliged by Mr. Ashbury's oflfer, but she had other 
plans for Avice, who probably would not return 
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to Miss Eatel after Midsummer. Miss Kitel sat 
aghast. Her dismay was so great that it actnally 
drove her to go forth and waylay Simon Ashbnry 
in the churchyard^ after a choir practising^ a i»tep 
which nothing less urgent could have induced her 
to take. 

'' Mr. Ashbury ! '^ he heard a thin, tremulous 
voice say, as he came out of church, expelled as 
usual by the clerk at the last moment. '^ I — I am 
sure I have no right, but, as a few days ago we 
had a little conversation on the subject, and yon 
would not mind— I reaUy am so [^distressed and 
harassed '* 

Simon recognised the anxious face of Miss Kitel, 
standing in the porch, with a brown veil fluttering 
helplessly in the wind. 

*^ Anything I can do,'* he sliid very kindly. 

No one ever appealed to Simon in vain for 
sympathy, even if he could give no other help« 

''I am sure you are very good — every one 
knows how ready Mr. Ashbury always is — ^^ bega,^ 
Miss Kitel> in her nervous, unfinished sentences, 
'^ and if you would just read this-*^ — " : ' 

Simon sat down on a bench ia the porch, taking 
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the tliree-cornered note held oat to him^ and Miss 
Kitel sat down on the bench opposite. 

"What do you think of it?'' she asked^ anxiously. 

''I am truly sorry/' answered Simon, slowly, 
thinking, it must be owned, more of Avice than 
of any one else, but Miss Kifcel took it to herself. 

"It strikes you in the same way, then? I feared 
it would. Of course, it is possible that Miss Beau- 
mont may only intend' to send the girl to another 
school, and, though that would be a disadvantage 
to me, after only having her for a half-quarter, 
still, it would not be the same thing as if — but 
my fear is she may import some one to set up 
a rival establishment. I have feared it ever since 
that day she called, and it would be ruin to me,'' 
said the poor woman, her voice breaking, while 
she put up a thin hand in a thread glove to her 
eyes. 

Simon could not but know that the Ashbury 
young ladies would be much benefited by a better 
school than Miss Kitel's; but he could not say 
that, and his kind heart led him to feel much 
more strongly the misfortune to her than the 
advantage to them. 
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'^ I cannot think yonr old pupils wonld desert 
you," he said; "and there are hardly enough 
young ladies, I should think, for two schools/' 

"That is just it. Neither of us could live 
hy them if they were divided, but I feel sure I 
should lose some. The March girls and the little 
Johnsons would stay, I think, for, you know,^ 
there was a good deal of annoyance about Miss 
Beaumont and the coal and clothing clubs, and 
the families took it up rather warmly, so that 
any one patronised by her — but I don't know 
about the Coopers and Groves ; their mothers 
have sometimes hinted — ^you see, it is not as if 
I could aflTord to have an experienced teacher 
under me, or a French governess, and there ar(» 
so many new fashions come in, and then all tbese 
examinations. My niece. Faith, tells me that 
grammar is taught in quite a new way, though, 
for my part, I think our generation spoke at least 
as good grammar as the young people do now- 
adays; but she declares that articles are now 
adjectives, and verbs are called weak and strong> 
and, as for the present style of parsing, which 
she tried to make me comprehend, I do assure 

L 



I4G THAT CHILD. 

joa it makes my head go round. And the same 
with arithmetic/' 

She looked so distressed and bewildered that 
Simon cast earnestly about for something com- 
forting to say. 

'' I am sure Miss Faith is likely to be a help to 
you,'' he suggested. 

" Yes, indeed. She is such a good girl, Mr. 
Ashbury,. the eldest of ten, and her mother's right 
hand; but, as I need not tell you, a curate with 
that family, and an income under two hundred a 
year, finds it difficult, and I thought it would be a 
little help to them." Simon suspected that out of 
her slender means she had always done her utmost 
to help her whole family, but the Kitels had an 
especial gift for going down hill, no one could 
make out why. " But she ought to have ad- 
vantages," said Miss Kitel, sighing, and admitting 
almost nneonsciously that her school left something 
to be desired. '' She studies alone whenever she 
has a spare half-hour, and seems to delight in 
teaching* It is a most important and honourable 
profession, but if I myself had had my choice — 
however, we must take what offers itself, and I 
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hope I have always tried my utmost to do my 
duty/' 

There was not much that Simon could say, 
but his real sympathy cheered poor Miss Kitel, 
4ind she looked rather less troubled when they 
parted. 

Her fears proved well founded. Miss Priscilla 
made no secret of the fact that she intended 
to import a capable schoolmistress into Ashbury^ 
who was to revolutionise the style of teaching 
hitherto thought suflScient, — nay, her very name 
became known, and all Ashbury talked about this 
Miss Owen, and the consequences to Miss Kitel. 
There were a few families where a wish for better 
education than Ashbury offered had sprung up, 
but even among them considerable . hesitation was 
felt as to deserting their townswoman ; they felt it 
would be a kind of apostasy, and that^ if they 
did, they could never look her in the face, which, 
as they must necessarily meet constantly, would be 
decidedly unpleasant. 

Still, Priscilla's strong views, strongly expressed, 
as to the need of good teaching, and the real 
truth in them had weight, and Miss Kitel's face 
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grew thinner and more troubled every day, and her 
spirits sank to the lowest ebb when, during the 
Midsummer holidays. Miss Owen arrived as a 
guest of Priscilla, who had met her formerly, 
and knew her capacity. She was a dark-eyed, 
observant-looking woman, with sense and spirit; 
Avice felt as if she were looked through and 
through by her, but she rather liked the notion of 
being taught by Miss Owen. 

Priscilla had her plan of campaign all ready, and 
explained it fully to her visitor on the very first 
night they were together. But here she met with 
a sudden check which greatly disconcerted her. 
After listening in silence until she paused, her 
guest said, quietly : 

'^ Do I understand, then, that there is no opening 
in Ashbury except through pupils at present at- 
tending Miss Kitel's school ? " 

'*^ Yes, but many would be certain to leave her 
and come to you,^' said Priscilla, eagerly ; '^ it is a 
disgrace to the town to have, nothing better than 
such an old-fashioned, incapable sort of thing 
as Miss Kitel's school. When once we have 
established a better state of things, we must have 
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a local centre here. I am very willing to be 
secretary^ and undertake all the organisation^ and 
your pupils will of course go in for the junior 
and senior examinations. I should think some 
might be found for the higher local. My idea is 
that to-morrow you should call with me on the 
families where there are children " 

'^ Excuse me,'' said Miss Owen, decidedly; ^'I 
had not understood the real state of things. I 
should be very glad to begin a school here if 
it seemed likely to succeed, but as for touting for 
pupils, and drawing them away from one already 
established, it is out of the question/' 

And nothing Priscilla could say would shake her 
view of it. She went away two days later, and 
Miss Priscilla had to confess, with mortification, 
that she was hoisted by her own petard. She had 
not been without much right and reason on her 
side, and yet she was made to feel in the wrong. 
Miss Owen had accomplished something very like 
a miracle : she had made Priscilla Beaumont see 
two sides of a question. 

It was a long while, however, before poor Miss 
Kitel breathed freely. She could not know that 
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her dreaded rival had volantarily quitted the field, 
and it was not until the holidays were nearly over 
that she regained confidence. Coming ont of her 
hoosoj she found Priscilla coming up the steps, 
and started back with a complete loss of that 
deportment which she studied to maintain as an 
example to her pupils. 

'' I was just coming to call on you," Priscilla 
said ; '^ I have decided to send Avice Seaman back 
next term. I had had other plans, but they are 
altered. And I suppose she may as well have 
those music-lessons from Mr. Ashbury. It is not 
likely she has any turn for music, for I don't 
count the way she strums and twiddles on my 
piano music." Priscilla was as devoid of ear as 
her sister had been. ^^But she may as well have 
what advantages she can here." 

^^Such a way of taking Mr. Ashbury's most 
kind offer I " observed Miss Kitel, later, but she 
did not say so to Miss Priscilla ; and, though she 
assumed as stiff and reserved an air as she dared, 
it was lost on the impervious visitor. She would 
have liked not a little to refuse to take Avice 
back, but she could not afford it, and she had 
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had many other affronts to swallow in her time^ 
poor woman ! 

Priscilla was astonished by the start of joy 
with which Avice heard that she was to learn 
masic from Simon Ashbory. She almost thought 
her delight was pat on. 

'^ Well, I hope you will profit by a good oppor* 
tunity,*' she said; ''yoa will find it duller work 
than you expect, but you will never get your 
living if you cannot stand a little drudgery/' 

Avice knew that it would be no drudgery to 
her, and all her little world seemed flooded with 
rosy light. To learn of Simon, whose playing 
was such a joy to her that it had sometimes 
drawn her of an evening all across the way to 
stand and listen under his window for an hour; 
to spend time constantly in his house, away from 
Miss Priscilla and with Chilperic, was bliss such 
as seemed to make all her life a new thing. She 
had been bitterly disappointed when Miss Owen 
went away with no intent, as her sharp wits 
readily divined, of returning, and the thought 
of going back to the treadmill of lessons with 
Miss Kitel had been like a stone round her neck. 
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only less unwelcome than being at home with 
Priscilla. 

Priscilla left Miss Kitel to arrange matters with 
Simon, who, instead of taking offence at this un- 
ceremonious way of accepting his proposal, "be- 
haved like an angel,'' as Miss Kitel declared, 
well pleased that, after all, his efforts had met 
with success. He thought a good deal over how 
he should set about teaching Avice, and she, on 
her part, was so taken up with the prospect of 
her first lesson, that she could ha;rdly attend to 
anything else. The joy it gave her seemed to 
lend quite a new expression to her face. Faith 
Kitel noticed it on the first morning that the 
fichool reassembled, and the kind girl was glad 
of it. She stopped Avice as she was collecting 
her books before going away in the afternoon. 

'^Wait one minute," she said, and Avice had 
grown so used to rebuke, that she turned round 
with the look that such a prospect always called 
upon her face, though she knew she had done 
nothing in particular to deserve it. They were 
alone in the schoolroom; the other pupils had 
dispersed. It felt hot and close. The windows 
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looked on the street^ and Miss Kitel would not 
have them opened in lesson-time. 

" I wanted to ask you if you had any book on 
Eoman or Greek mythology," Faith said, " which 
you would lend me. I saw you knew those names 
in Pinnock to-day. You were the only girl who 
said them right, I know, because my father has 
taught me a little Latin; and I should like to 
read something about those legends. It is so 
diflELcult to get books.'' 

''I wish I had,'' Avice answered, cordially — 
this was not at all what she expected — ^' but Miss 
.Philippa taught me out of her head." 

'^ Ah ! " said Faith, with a sigh of disappoint- 
ment ; " never mind then." 

''I hardly have any books," Avice went on; 
*' they are almost all Miss Priscilla's. She never 
reads. I don't see the good of her having them ; 
but I dare say she would lend you some if you want 
them." 

'' Do you think she would ?" 

'•'Oh, yes, I dare say, if you don't mind asking ?" 

''Not very much," said Faith, smiling; "she 
can only say no. And, you see, I really must 
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leam all I can. I want to help my annt^ and I 
can't teach unless I learn; and then, some day, 
I hope to get a good salary when I am a gover- 
ness/' 

'^ Shall you like being a governess ?'' 

Avice was flattered that a girl so much her elder 
should speak thus to her. She had ceased to 
disdain Faith Kitel since her talk with Simon. 

''Very much. I love teaching, and, besides, 
I want to earn money. If only Willie, my twin 
brother, could go to a good school, or Mabel, my 
next sister. She is really clever. I'm only plod- 
ding — but Mabel ! " She spoke with loving pride, 
good to see. ''But I know so little, and people 
expect so much now." 

'' I should like to know a great deal, like Miss 
Philippa," said Avice. '' If Miss Owen had stayed 
I should have had a chance, but she would not. 
It was so tiresome. But I suppose you are glad." 
Of course I am, for my aunt's sake." 
It was a great pity, I think. But I suppose 
I ought not to say so to yon," Avice added, as 
Faith laughed* 

'' No, I don't think you ought." 
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'^ Miss Priscilla says I always say what I ought 
not. I can't think why I do/' 

^' Because you always think of yourself^ and not 
the person you are talking to^ I suppose/' said 
Faith, bluntly. ''But I know what you mean^ and I 
wish — only it is of no use wishing. You are very 
lucky to be going to have lessons from Mr. 
Ashbury." 

Faith would have been very thankful for the 
same chance. It was her heart's desire to improve 
herself and help her family^ and there seemed 
so little chance of it. 

''Yes/' Avice answered, her face lighting up. 
"I do love music. It's the thing I love best. 
And I'm to have a lesson every half-holiday on the 
organ." 

" You are a lucky girl/' said Faith. " Well, 
good-bye ! " 

And when she had helped the little maid-of-all- 
work to lay out tea, and put the schoolroom to 
rights, and written a letter for Miss Kitel, whose 
head ached badly, she sat down to work sums out 
of " Sonnenschein," a book as dear to her as 
abhorred by her aunt, who regarded it as one of 
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those many terrible, new-fangled things which 
threatened her school^ and sednced papils from 
the good old beaten track of her yonth. Faith 
looked so cheerful and rosy over it that it evidently 
agreed with her^ and Miss Kitel thought of the 
time when she had been young and hopeful too^ 
and not unlike her niece^ improbable as it seemed 
now; and she sighed, and wondered how long 
it would be before daily toil, with no prospect 
of anything else all her life, broke the girl's spirits, 
and made a drudge of her, " like me,*' poor Miss 
Kitel thought, with a feeling that it would be 
work, work, work, for her, with lessening courage 
-and capability for all the days that she might 
yet have to live, — ^and she sighed again. And 
then her eye fell On a thin place in the carpet, 
und she wondered how she should ever buy another 
if no boarders came ; " for it's boarders that pay/^ 
she said to herself, ''and not one this quarter/' 
And next she perceived that her dress was wearing* 
very much at the elbows, and Faith's looked even 
less new, and she felt so depressed that it gave 
her quite a start when her niece looked up joyously 
B>nd exclaimed : 
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'' It has come qaite right ! " 

'^ What has come quite right ? " asked Miss 
Kifcel, who felt much as if everything had gono 
wrong. 

"Listen, Aunt Clarissa. Find the yearly income 
derived from investing a legacy of £4,883. 10s. in 
the Three per Cents, at £91|^, allowing for legacy 
duty '' 

"My dear, there is no one to leave me a 
legacy,'* — coming back from her perplexed musings 
bewildered. "I wish there were, — ^at least, Pm 
sure I don't desire the death of any one, but 
stiU '' 

Faith could not but guess that, unless the legator 
were a very near and dear friend. Miss Kitel would 
have mourned with resignation. 

" However, no one ever left me a large legacy, 
nor ever will, I am afraid; so what is the use of 
calculating what it would bring in ? '' 

She spoke quite irritably. 

'^ It was only a sum in percentages. Auntie. I 
do think I am getting on with my arithmetic. 
And I mean to ask Miss Beaumont to lend me 
some history and biography. As we have no. 
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boarders^ I shall have plenty of time after school- 
hours,*' said Faith, who, but for the pecuniary- 
loss, would much have preferred not to have girls 
on her mind when once the day's lessons were 
over. 

''Yes, I suppose so,'* said Miss Kitel, sighing; 
^^but as for asking any favour of Miss Beaumont 
after the way she has behaved, I really could not 
think of it. I should not like to say to any one 
outside this room what my opinion is, but I have 
one; and though I forgive her as a Christian, 
that does not mean I choose to ask favours from 
her.'' 

The girl's face fell. " I do so want books," she 
urged. It seemed as if her efiPorts to educate 
herself were hampered on all sides. 

'^ I am sorry, my dear, but it can't be helped,'^ 
answered Miss Kitel, as positively as Priscilla her- 
self could have done. 

Faith went back to her arithmetic and Miss 
Kitel to her reflections. And as time went on, and 
Faith did not ask for any books, Avice supposed 
that, after all, her courage had failed, and felt 
rather contemptuous and disappointed in her. 
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Avice herself was prospering so well under 
Simon's teacliing as to surprise and encliant Him. 
Puzzle-headed as he constantly found her in erery- 
thing but music — ^he had offered to help her if 
she found her lessons for Miss Kitel difficult — ^she 
had a musical sense which seemed to make her 
apprehend with delightful readiness the instruction 
he gave her, and even to divine more than he 
told. It is true that he taught her very gradually 
and clearly; but that a child, to whom a single 
rule of arithmetic, such as Faith Kitel would have 
mastered at five years old, was a hopeless puzzle, 
and the concord of adjective and noun in French 
an insuperable difficulty, should feel no perplexity 
when studying so complicated an instrument as 
the organ, showed a special gift, which Simon felt 
sure was worth very careful cultivation. He and 
Avice would have gladly devoted all her time to it, 
but Priscilla's good sense forbade this. 

''Even if she had such a turn for music as 
Mr. Ashbury says, and I own I feel rather in- 
credulous,*' she said, *' she must have some further 
education. He seems to have suggested to her 
that she should be an organist, or a musical 
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governess, and I see no particular objection; but 
i>t present she has to learn what every girl does, — 
things that it is no credit to know, but which it is 
a disgrace not to know**' 

She said this to the vicar, who had grown used: 
to her, and she entertained him so much— for he 
had a sense of humour^— that he now and again 
voluntarily paid her a visit. They were sitting in 
the drawing-room, and the window was open, for 
she loved air, and the October afternoon was 
beautifully sunny. 

''Quite so. Like spelling. It. is really hard, 
considering the time and pains it takes to learn to 
spell, that nobody gets the least praise for being 
able to do it ; while if one is unfortunate enough 
to spell afraid with two f's, or agreeable with one 
e, one's character is ruined.'' , 

"Exactly," answered Priscilla, quite seriously. 
" Now, if I would allow it, that child would spend 
every leisure moment at the piano, or over the way 
at Mr. Ashbury's. As it is, she spends part of 
every day at his house. I suppose he likes it, or, 
he would not encourage her; but I don't under- 
stand it. To me she is the reverse of attractive, — 
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a plain^ salkj child^ who pays no more respect to 
her elders than if one were a cabbage, and either 
is in wild spirits when she gets from under mj 
eye, or sits without a word to say/' The vicar's 
eyes twinkled ; he did not think Priscilla left much 
opportunity for other people to talk^ or that she 
was likely to lead Avice to be confidentiaL '^ But 
Mr. Ashbary is eccentric, as we all know ; and it 
is a relief to me to know at least she is not in 
mischief. If my poor sister had not again and 
again said she would never let her go to a boarding 
school, I should hare sent her long ago to a good, 
strict one, where difficult girls are taken; and, 
indeed, I have several times thought of it, but she 
has behaved rather better of late.'' 

'^ Mr. Ashbury seems satisfied," said the vicar, 
recollecting, with amusement, in what different 
terms Simon talked of Avice. 

"Oh! I daresny; but I should not think 
much of his opinion," said Priscilla, who seldom, 
as Mr. Lisle reflected, did think much of any 
opinion but her own. '^ It is not likely he should 
know anything about girls, and men are so easily 
taken in, you know." She seemed to have for- 
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gotten she was speaking to a man at the time* 
The vicar bowed^ and his eyes twinkled again. 
''This rage for music won't last, yon will see. 
She has a passion for novelty and amusement ; it 
is ingrain — French, I suppose. I saw what sort 
of a child she was when I came, six months ago. 
There is a great deal of sly obstinacy about her, as 
something which passed about a cat proved to me. 
— Good gracious ! there it is.'* 

The vicar followed her amazed glance, and saw 
Chilperic looking in at the open window. He had 
grown adventurous as he increased in age and size, 
and made excursions round about his master's 
domain. No doubt he had come to have a look at 
his old home. At Priscilla's hasty movement he 
made off, but she was close behind, and after a 
spirited chase she returned, holding her captive 
fast, to the laughing vicar. 

" Well ! " she said, indignantly, " that child is 
even more cunning than I believed. She has kept 
this creature hidden all these months. There must 
have been connivance on the servants' part; I 
shall look into it. But just now, if you'll excuse 
me, Mr. Lisle, I'll make sure there is no trickery. 
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and take the cat myself to Mrs, Mason^ mj grocer's 
wife, to whom I promised it/' 

'' Pray, don't let me detain you," said the vicar ; 
^'we will walk together to your gates." And 
Chilperic was hnstled, straggling and mewing, into 
a basket, and carried off by Priscilla, who was 
partly irate, partly well satisfied. 

She went her way down the street, and Mr. Lisle, 
greatly diverted, called on Simon to describe his 
visit to Miss Priscilla. Simon was deep in a book, 
and hardly heard the vicar's first sentences, though 
he laid it down ; but when the capture of Chilperic 
was described, Mr. Lisle had no reason to complain 
that his story failed of its effect. 

'' What ! " cried Simon, starting up, and letting 
the book fall ; " she has caught my cat and given 
it away, — given away Chilperic ! " 

"I declare I never thought of it," said Mr. 
Lisle ; " of course it was your cat. I should have 
recognised it but for the positive way in which she 
spoke." 

He did not know Chilperic's history. 

" Of course it is, and you say that that woman: — 
Where's my hat? Davies! Davies ! — my hat! — 

M 2 
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Excuse me/' and ho was gone before the vicar 
conld recover from his laaghter. The story was 
even better than he had thought^ and he loved a 
good story dearly. He followed, but Simon was 
almost out of sight, hurrying along the street at a 
rate which roused general speculation as to what 
terrible cause could have occurred in Mr. Ashburv's 
household to account for such haste and flurry, and 
while some reported confidently that Mrs. Davies 
had had a fit, others declared that the manuscript 
of the history of Ashbury had been stolen. 

Had it been so, Simon could hardly have been 
more moved. Chilperic, who had become his 
friend and constant companion, and a never- 
tailing interest and amusement; Chilperic in the 
power of Miss Priscilla! His one thought was 
to rescue him. 

Meantime Priscilla had reached the grocer's, 
B,nd found Mrs. Mason helping, as usual, in the 
shop. She marched up to the counter. " Here's 
the cat I promised you, Mrs. Mason,'* said she, 
going to the point as usual. '^ I'm sorry you have 
had to wait so long." 

She turned the basket sideways as she spoke. 
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and Chilperic sprang ont^ saw himself in a strange 
place and among strange people^ and bolted off 
the counter and oat at the door^ pursued by a 
terrier which belonged to one of the customers. 
Both were out of sight in a moment. 

''Well," said Priscilla, heartily vexed, ''that 
cat is born to plague me. I'm very sorry, Mrs. 
Mason.'' 

Just then, while Mrs. Mason was politely 
declaring that it did not in the least signify, 
and the owner of the dog came back, having 
vainly whistled and called, Simon entered, breath- 
less. 

"I have come to beg you will give me back 
my cat at once," he said, confronting Priscilla 
sternly. " Mr. Lisle tells me you found it in 
your garden and have given it to Mrs. Mason. 
I beg to say that, although I regret its intrusion, 
I consider that to give it away " 

" Your cat ! it was a kitten belonging to Avice 
Seaman," answered Priscilla, astonished by this 
vehement apostrophe from a man so shy and 
retiring. 
. " I beg your pardon, it came from my house. 
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Was it not a grey Persian, with a blue ribbon 
round its neck ? '* 

^*Well, I believe it had a blue bow," said 
Priscilla; "but I felt sure it was one I ordered 
to be given away six months ago/' 

^' Where is it ? '* demanded Simon, waiving the 
question. 

For once Priscilla was taken aback. 

'' I don't know,*' she said, feeling very much in 
the wrong. " I had no idea, of course, it was 
yours, and I brought it here at once, and it — 
weU, it ran away." 

"Dear me!" said the grocer's wife, "I wouldn't 
have had it happen for five pounds ! Mr. Cotton's 
dog ran after it and chased it up the street, 
and though Fm sure you did your best to 
call him back, Mr. Cotton, there was no 
doing it." 

"And he's a noted cat-killer," added Mr. Cotton, 
by way of consolation, as Simon stood speechless, 
" he got me into trouble only last week by killing 
old Mrs. Murch's tabby." 

"If he kills my cat, I'll— I'll hang him 
with my own hands ! " cried Simon, exas- 
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perated. ^' Which way did he chase the poor 
thing ? " 

'^TJp the street^ sir; FU go and see if he's 
coming back/' said the dog's owner^ who^ though 
objectionably proud of his terrier's evil ways in 
general^ had no wish to displease Simon Ashbury. 

'' FU come too/' said Simon, too full of anxiety 
and anger to say another word to PrisciUa, and 
they went out of the shop, while she stood in* 
ezpressibly vexed at what had occurred, waiting 
till they returned. Presently she saw them coming 
back with the dog, and ran out to ask if there 
were news of the cat. " None," Simon answered, 
as curtly as she could have done herself, and she 
had to go home, feeling perhaps more uncomfort- 
able than ' she had ever done in her life. Simon 
returned to tell Davies what had happened, and the 
good woman turned as red as a peony with in- 
dignation, and relieved her mind by roundly ex- 
pressing her opinion of Miss Priscilla, which 
comforted Simon a little. They talked over what 
the chances were that Chilperic had escaped and 
would ever find his way home. Simon was very 
dejected, but Davies took a more hopeful view. 
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*' So long as no one steals him ; bat he is a 
beauty^ and many would like to have him,'' she 
said, for she had grown as proud of Ghilperic as 
his master was. ''Mrs. Johnson asked me only 
yesterday where she could get such a one, and, 
says I, 'You're not the first, ma'am,' and, says 
she, 'It's like Lady Morrison's breed at the 
Priory, but she never will give a kitten away, 
which I call very unneighbourly.' I said nothing, 
sir, but I thought to myself, ours was one that 
strayed from the Priory, and those boys you told 
me of got it. I've often wondered where it came 
from." 

"It seems destined to be lost," sighed poor 
Simon, and just then Avice came in for her lesson. 
Her dismay was great, but presently * she said, 
" He will come home, I think. Anyhow, I will 
tell all the girls, and you must have him cried^ 
and let everybody know he is lost." 

"To be sure!" said Simon; and "That's a 
good thought," said Mrs. Davies ; and Priscilla, 
as she went down to the lending library, which 
she had stimulated by a gift of new books, heard 
the crier's little bell, and, high-pitched, "Grey 
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Persian cat lost. Whoever will restore it to 

Mr. Ashbury ^' and harried on, discomposed 

afresh. 

Simon felt too shaken and upset to propose a 
music-lesson^ but Avice was of different stuff. 

'^ It's of no good doing nothing,'' she remarked, 
'' it won't bring Chilperio back," and she sat down 
stoically to practise her fire-finger exercises, and 
the simple piece which she had now been promoted 
to playing. All the same, her dreams were haunted 
that night by Chilperio, and she risked getting a 
bad mark fpr being late at school the next day, 
by running into Simon's house to inquire for 
their lost treasure. 

" He has not come back," said Simon, mourn- 
fully. ^^I got up twice in the night, thinking I 
heard him mew, but " 

" Chilperic, my Chilperio I " cried Avice, and 
there, unperceivefd, on the cushion laid expressly 
for his use in the window-seat, lay the cat, dusty, 
sleepy, so tired that he could hardly move, but 
safe and sound. 

'^Daviesl DaviesI the cat is here!" cried 
Simon, exultant, from the top of the stairs. 
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"Why, whenever did he come, sir?'' responded 
Dayies, hurrying up from below. 

*^ I cannot imagine. I have been all the mom<« 
ing ever since six o'clock on the look-out for him, 
and how he got in unperceived is more than I 
know. Poor Chilperic ! '^ 

Simon did not know how to make enough of 
his favourite, who purred faintly, but did not even 
lift his head. 

"Is he all right?'' Simon asked, anxiously, of 
Avice and Davies. 

" Bless you, yes, sir ! " said Davies. " Just let 
him be, and he'll wash himself, and be glad enough 
to eat by-and-by, FU be bound. Why where can 
he have been, I wonder ?" 

But as Chilperic never, as far as they knew, 
wrote that autobiography which Simon suspected 
him of wishing to compose, the question remained 
unanswered. In course of time Priscilla learned 
that Mr. Ashbury had recovered his cat', and it 
was a great relief to her, but for a long time after 
she could not meet the vicar with a basket on her 
arm without his asking her whose cat she was 
going to give away now. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

AVICE SEAMAN^S HORIZON WIDENS. 

T)RISCILLA BEAUMONT had hit on a truth 
when she said that Avice was singularly 
impatient of dalness. It was abhorrent to her; 
i^e felt at times almost desperate to think that^ as 
far as she could see^ to-day and all the days that 
should follow would be just alike, and she longed 
passionately for anything that could bring some 
variety into them. It was a pity^ no doubt^ and 
very incomprehensible to Priscilla^s steady-going 
English mind. But Avice was not English^ — or, 
at all events, not altogether EngUsh, — and no one 
could make her so. She used to speculate a great 
deal about her own history and character; her 
castle-building was prodigious, and absorbed most 
of her spare time. Simon, though he was very 
fond of her, once mildly observed, ''It would be 
weU if your personal horizon were wider, my dear 
child,^' — a saying which perplexed her, and she' 
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took it to Faith Kitel^ who^ with her nsual un* 
compromiBing straightforwardness^ replied : 

''I suppose it means that you shoold not let 
everything begin and end with yourself/^ 

Avice could not be much gratified. 

'' I don't think I do,'' she protested ; '^ I would 
do anything for Mr. Ashbury, or even Davies." 

*' Oh, well, they are very fond of you ; it's all 
the same as if it were yourself. But yon would 
not go out of your way to help Lilias Bell or 
Maggie Lee." 

'^ Why should I ? " said Avice, with unfeigned 

surprise. 

'^ Yes, there you see 1 But the unselfish people 
help for helping's sake." 

'*Yes, Miss Philippa did that," said Avice, 
thoughtfully. 

And Faith supposed she was thinking how 
Philippa Beaumont had taken her, a friendless 
waif, into her home, but she was not. Philippa 
had so entirely felt it the natural and simple thing 
to do, that Avice continued to regard it in the 
same way, often as Priscilla had tried to make h^ 
see it otherwise. She often felt very lonely and 



AVICE SEAMAN'S HORIZON WIDENS. 173 

unhappy, but ib was not exactly because she was a 
dependant. 

*^ And so does Mr. Ashbury/' said Faith ; " he 
is always doing kind things; only this week he 
has paid for Ned Pyne's outfit and passage to 
Australia. Ned had got into bad company '' 

^' I know/' interrupted Avice, who did somehow 
know most things which chanced in Aahbury. '' I 
heard Davies telling Mr. Ashbury to get away was 
the only chance for him.'' 

'' Yes^ Ned said so to Aunt Clarissa himself^ and 
his old grandfather is so thankful." 

Avice saw now why Simon had not sent for 
some expensive books which he had talked of 
getting. 

'' Mr. Ashbury took so much troubloi and talked 
so kindly to him when no one else would hold out 
a hand^ and everybody said he was a black 
sheep/' Faith went on ; " that's what I call real 
helping." 

" And you want to help people, too ; but then 
they are your own," said Avice, totally forgetful of 
the countless little kind actions done almost every 
day to herself and the other scholars by Faith. 
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'^ Yes, of coarse^ they come first/' 

''But you never asked Miss Priscilla for any 
books,'' said Avice, rather triumphantly. 

'' Aunt Clarissa did not wish it." 

"Ohf And Avice stood thinking. She had 
misjudged Faith, and she was sorry for it. 

The effect of her regret appeared that evening 
as she sat at tea with Priscilla. They had their 
meals together, though iib was rather a penance 
to both. Avice always jarred on Priscilla, she 
hardly knew why, but so it was. and Priscilla 
affected Avice for ill, not good. There was usually 
a good deal of talk, but it was on Priscilla's side ; 
Avice listened, or seemed to listen, and said very 
little. She spoke now : 

''I wish Faith Kitel had more books," she said, 
abruptly. 

She was such an ingrained mimic that, when 
with Priscilla, she could not help catching some- 
thing of her cassante manner. It was well that 
she also felt the influence of Simon Ashbury's 
gentle refinement very strongly, and had never 
forgotten that hint of his not to let her relations 
have reason to be ashamed of her. ; 
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''What for?'' asked Priscilla, stopping for a 
moment as she ponred ont her tea. 

" She wants so mnch to learn all she can^ and 
pass the senior examination/' 

" Not much chance of that as things are^" said 
Priscilla^ who^ though she bore Miss Owen no 
grudge^ which was magnanimous of her^ still felt 
sore at the failure of her plan for the Ashbury 
damsels. 

" No, that is just it." 

There was silence for a moment; Priscilla was 
thinking. 

" So Faith Eitel wants to pass the Cambridge 
examination," she said, presently ; " I should not 
have expected that. It is to her credit, but of 
course she will never be able to do it. What put 
it into her head ? " 

" She wants to learn all she can, and be a 
governess. She would have liked Miss Owen to 
stay, only for her aunt." 

"Ah, Miss Owen," and Priscilla considered 
again. 

Avice had no idea how much that last speech 
inclined Miss Priscilla's heart towards Faith Kitel, 
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whom she had hitherto only regarded as one of 
the obstacles in her way. Now she viewed her 
as an ally. She was far too tenacious readily to 
give up any scheme on which she had set her 
hearty and she had set it much on a good school in 
Ashbnry. She said no more then^ and Avice was 
angry that she did not take the hint about the 
books^ and with herself for not having the courage 
to ask outright; but the next morning Priscilla 
called to her^ as she prepared to ran off to school^ 
and bade her tell Faith Kitel to come and speak 
to her that afternoon. Avice gave the message, 
fall of expectation^ which communicated itself to 
Faith^ who obeyed the summons early^ as a half- 
holiday set her free. Priscilla's eyes rested on her 
approvingly. This sweet-tempered, sensible^ rosy 
girl^ who looked her straight in the face^ modest 
and fearless^ was what she liked and could under- 
stand^ while an elf like Avice Seaman^ who^ she 
dimly felt^ came of some unknown strain^ and 
had elements in her on which there was no 
calculating, annoyed and perplexed her. Priscilla^ 
who had no imagination, detested being perplexed. 
Whatever she could not understand roused her 
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suspicions. Avice was present^ for it never 
oecnrred to Priseilla that any one could prefer 
their affairs to be treated in private^ and of course 
listened with all her ears. 

'' Avice Seaman tells me you want to pass 
the Cambridge local^^' she said; '^you might get 
a certificate^ I dare say^ but honours are another 
thing.*' 

" I know, but I mean to try to get them. My 
father taught me some Divinity and Latin before 
I came here, and I like Euclid very much, but 
I know I am bad at constitutional history/* 

Oddly enough, Priseilla, though no reader, was 
keen for modem education, and knew all about 
what was necessary to learn for the Cambridge 
examinations. She had the spirit of progress 
strong in her. 

"That's a pity,** she said; "you oaght to join 
a correspondence class, or else have good teaching.** 

" Yes, and I ought to read up English literature 
too.** 

Paith*s eyes went wistfully to the well-filled 
bookcases. She could see Chaucer*s poems and 
Bacon's essays from whqre she sat, but the recol- 

N 
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lection of Miss KitePs prohibition silenced her 
desire to borrow them. Avice conid hardly help 
dancing with impatience that Priscilla did not 
offer to lend them^ bat her mind was otherwise 
occupied. 

" I suppose you want to help your family/' 
she said. 

She knew a good deal about the Kitels^ and 
very likely could have told exactly what the in- 
come of Faith's father was. 

^' Indeed I do. Miss Beaumont.'' 

"Yes, there are ten of you, are there not? 
How people can justify it to themselves to marry 
on a curate's salary is more than ever I could 
understand, and then there is certain to come a 
pack of children ; however, that is not your fault ; 
but you have seen what it means, so I hope you'll 
be .wiser when your time comes." 

Avice saw Faith's colour rise a little, but she 
made no reply, not chafing inwardly as poor Miss 
Kitel did, but taking Priscilla in a business-like 
way, just as she was, and putting up with it. 
There must have been a motive for her summons, 
«nd she waited to hear it. 
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^'If you are willing to study in earnest,'' said 
I^iscilla, after a moment's pause, "I, on my part, 
should be willing to forward it. Of course, you 
have neither time nor opportunity to do so here, 
but I will give you eighteen months at a good 
school j you are seventeen next birthday, are you 
not ? You have time before you ; but, mind, I 
shall expect you to work hard, and make it worth 
my while to go to this expense." 

Avice's cheeks burned, but Faith was too much 
moved to consider whether the offer were graciously 
made or not. 

"Oh, Miss Beaumont," said she, and stopped. 
Priscilla sa'^ that her proposal had stirred the girl 
deeply, and smiled, well pleased; but then the 
girl's face fell and her eyes filled with tears. " Oh, 
if I only could," she said. It was the bitterest 
moment she had ever known. The cup of hope 
had been held to her lips only to be refused by 
herself. 

''Well, and why can't you?" Priscilla asked, in 
surprise. 

'' I do not see how I can possibly leave Aunt 
Clarissa. She is not at all well; she has had a 

N 2 
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great deal of anxieiy^ and her eyes are far from 
strong; she wants some one at hand to make up 
her acconnts and write her letters^ and take care 
of her. Miss Daws only comes for so many hours, 
and then goes home. Aunt Clarissa is not fit to 
be left, I am sure.*' 

''That may be, but surely she can find some 
one to do as much as you can/' 

"I don't think so. I would give anything to 
accept your ofier, Miss Beaumont, but who is 
there?'' 

" That I don't pretend to know, but I cannot 
think you so all-important to your aunt that she 
cannot spare you. Surely for what you cost her 
in board she might find some one to take your 

place." 

"I am afraid not," said Faith, seeing every 
diflBculty the clearer the more she longed to 
accept. " It is the little things that no stranger 
could understand • • . • and, besides, I have just 
got a little boys' class together, which I teacb, 
and it all helps when there is so little coming in." 

Faith was not at all ashamed of being very 
poor. She took it simply as a matter of course. 
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** Bat donH you see that^ though you might lose 
a few pounds for the time^ you would be able to 
help your aunt and your own family much more 
effectually later ? As it is^ what can you be but a 
nursery governess ? You can never rise beyond that/' 

'^It is quite true^ Miss Beaumont^ and I do 
love learning. But if I went away now, just when 
my aunt's health seems breaking up, it would be 
very hard on her. You don't know how much 
she has done for us, and now I can repay it a 
little. The school is all she has to Uve on, and 
if she lost it she would starve, I think. She 
would not come to us, I know, for she has said 
so.'' 

'' I should think not ! How could you keep 
her ? But I did not know she was so dependent 
on her school,'^ said Priscilla, rather startled, as 
she remembered her attempt to set up a rival 
one. ''I suppose she put her money — ^I know 
she had some at one time — ^into some absurd com* 
pany or other, which gives twelve per cent, for 
a year or two and then bursts. The less people 
have the more insanely they risk it, and then they 
go to their friends for help." 
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''My aunt would never do that. She has thought 
of others all her Hfe^^' said Faith^ warmly. 

'' Yes^ a great deal too much. There it is again ; 
people have no business to think so much of others 
that they leave themselves penniless in old age. 
That is quite against my principle.^' 

'' It was not my aunt's fault that she lost her 
money. It was in Greyson's bank, where so many 
people had shares. It was thought quite safe, I 
believe.'' 

''Oh, ay/' said Priscilla, recollecting that it was 
by the merest chance her own father had not 
bought some shares in that very bank. ''I re- 
member. It seemed safe enough. Well, I won't 
take your answer now, and I tell you frankly I 
shall think you a very head-strong, foolish girl if 
you refuse my oflTer. You can think it over and 
write home." 

Faith took this as a dismissal, thanked her, and 
went away. She thought that she had done right; 
at all events, it cost her very dear, and her heart 
was very full. She said nothing to Miss Kitel, 
but laid the case before her parents, telling them 
honestly how the harass of this year had told on 
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her aunt^ and how the school just now seemed 
increasing. " Oh^ if onlj Mabel were older ! '^ she 
thought; ^^but after all it would be a shame to 
set her down here/' It did not occur to her that 
perhaps it was a little hard on herself. Faith did 
not know what it was to grumble; she had had 
a life of hard work and taken it cheerfully^ though 
she often wished her father could have a little 
money^ and her mother a holiday. The more she 
thought of it the less she could see how to be 
spared. Avice awaited the reply from Devonshire 
with some excitement. ^' Won't they say you 
must go?'' she asked^ with more interest than 
she often felt for anything beyond her own con- 
cerns ; '^ that would make it all rights if you don't 
mind Miss Priscilla's helping you. I would say 
no to anybody who pitchforked her kindnesses at 
me like that." 

^' You certainly know how to give a thing the 
exact word," said Faith, laughing, " but I should 
be very glad if I could possibly take what she 
offers. It's her way, you know." 

"Yes, that's what she says. 'I'm Priscilla 
Beaumont, and it's my way, and people must put 



184 THAT CHILD, 

up with it/ '' said Avice, with Priscilla's very look 
and voice; "but what sense is there really in 
that? Of course she is Priscilla Beanmont^ bat 
why should she have that way ? and why should 
any one put up with it ? ^' 

"I really don't know/' said Faith. She did 
not care much about the matter; her mind was 
occupied with the question of what reply would 
come to her letter^ and it was rather hard some- 
times^ even to her equal temper^ to endure the 
children's tiresome ways and the little frets of 
Miss Eatel^ who knew nothing of what hung in the 
balance. 

Avice grew more and more interested as she 
watched her. She began to see that people^ even 
with a family very dear to them^ had troubles^ and 
it did her good. ''I think my personal horizon 
is widening/' she remarked to Simon at this 
time. 

" What do you mean^ child ? " he asked^ 
laughing. '^ Ah^ I recollect. Is it ? All the 
better;" but he looked at her in an odd^ ab- 
stracted way^ which made her exclaim^ '^ You are 
not listenings Mr. Ashbury^ — not as much as 
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Chilperic ! Chilperic^ dear^ did you hear what 
I said?'' 

Chilperio answered by one of those little cries 
with which a cat accustomed to be talked to will 
respond to snch an appeal. 

" There ! he attends to me. What were you 
thinking of, Mr. Ashbury ? '' 

''Of a little girl I once knew; I don't know 
why you sometimes remind me of her ; you are not 
like her, I believe." 

'* You believe ! are you not sure, then ? " 

^' Not quite," he said, in the same odd, reflective 
tone. ''No, I suppose you are not." 

" Who was she ? " 

"A godchild of mine, Millicent Portescue." 

He looked earnestly at Avice as he spoke, as 
if awaiting some possible effect from the name 
he had just said ; but she only replied " Millicent 
Fortescue ! what a pretty name ! " Evidently it 
was unknown to her. 

"Yes, very pretty," said Simon, dreamily. 
** She was a dear child. She always called me 
godfather. It had a pretty, quaint sound." 

" And where is she now ? " 
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" I do not know." 

" Do not know where your godchild is ! 

'^ No. Her father was a great friend of mine ; 
he lived at Hereford^ and I used to spend part 
of the holidays with him and he with me^ — 
though he was much my elder. We both loved 
music^ that was a great bond; but he had far 
more genius for it than I. Even as a mere boy he 
composed things worthy to be preserved. I play 
some of them still ; that piece ^ Out of the Depths/ 
that you are never tired of hearings is his^ and 
he was only twenty when he composed it. But 
he had no knack of getting on in the worlds and 
nothing he could do ever satisfied him. On a 
wider scale he was like our vicar^ who must have 
perfection in every blossom^ or cut it off. People 
said he was unpractical; I suppose he was^ poor 
Cyril I He felt he had more in him than he could 
bring out^ and he shrank from attacking boldly 
some large subject. Only one or two people knew 
what was in him. Certainly his wife did not. It 
was not her faulty I believe; she married the 
wrong man for her^ and he the wrong woman for 
him." 
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'^ And they had one little girl. What became of 
them ? '' 

"They lost nearly all their money in a 
bank '' 

'' Greyson's ? "' 

" What on earth do yon know aboat Greyson^s 
bank, child ? " 

'/ Miss KitePs money was there/' 

'^Ah, tme, and that of a great many others. 
Poor Fortescne took his wife and child abroad, 
and for a time we kept np a regular correspon- 
dence; they lived at Avranches/' 

Again he looked at Avice, and again the name 
touched no chord in her memory. 

'' Then it slackened ; it was my fault, I know. 
I am sorry for it now, but there are times when 
one's best friend seems outside of one's troubles. 
I heard now and then, however, until poor Cyril 
died." 

" And how old is the little girl now ? " 

'^ She — I must think. She would be over thirty; 
yes, a good bit over thirty, I suppose." 

"Over thirty!" cried Avioe, disgusted; "I 
thought you said she was a little girl." 
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So she wa3 — then. I declare, I always thought 
of her as she was when she went away, a child of 
twelve, till this moment. She married, at seven- 
teen, a Frenchman. I don't recollect his name/' 

'^ And your friend is dead ! " 

''Yes, Mrs. Fortescue wrote and told me, but 
she never took to me. Women are sometimes 
jealous of their husband's old friends, and I dare 
say she guessed he told me much that he would 
never have said to her; perhaps she felt it hard, 
poor woman. I can't say I ever liked her. Milli- 
cent wrote very lovingly to me when she married, 
and I blame myself that I did not answer more 
warmly. But I had so little to say to a happy 
young wife, — my own home was very empty. She 
named her first child after me, — an odd name 
£Dr a girl, was it not? Simone. I wished it 
had been Lucy. And after that she gradually 
ceased to write." 

It sounded an odd name enough, certainly, said 
English fashion. 

Lucy would have been prettier," Avice said. 
Yes, much prettier, but it was lovingly done, 
and I wish I knew what had become of her* I 
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wrote during the Franco-German War^ but got no 
answer. Probably they never had my letter/^ 

Avice's horizon was decidedly widening. She 
was thoroughly interested by this conversation, 
and she thought about Faith Kitel and Simon's 
godchild instead of herself. It was good for her. 
The life she led inevitably drove her inwards, 
and the exhortations to work hard, as she would 
have to maintain herself, all led to self-centredness. 
As she entered into Simon's interests and the 
trials of Miss Kitel, she grew more contented 
and her lessons prospered, as Priscilla owned, 
when she brought home her exercise books at 
Christmas, though she was terribly puzzle-headed, 
and slow to learn by heart, and certain not to 
know anything which Priscilla chanced to question 
her about. Still, there was improvement, Priscilla 
admitted, and it confirmed her in a plan which she 
thought of when Faith came sorrowfully but firmly 
to say that her father, too, thought Miss Kitel 
needed her. Priscilla was very angry, and said so 
with great plainness; but, when she had thus 
relieved herself, she said, ^^Well, however silly 
you are I suppose you would not refuse good 
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teaching in the holidays. I hare a great mind to 
invite Miss Owen ; I consider her just as mistaken 
as you are, but from her own point of view she 
was right, no doubt. Yes, I'll have her down, 
and she can teach Avice Seaman too.'' 

Faith flushed rosy red: she looked the thanks 
she could not find words enough for. 

"Yes, yes, that is how it shall be," said 
Priscilla, pleased that one at least of her plans 
should be thus received. "I'll settle it at 
once." 

^^ Oh, this is too good," Faith cried, when she 
found herself in the garden with Avice, and she 
gave a skip of joy that proved after all she was 
not much more than a child still. 

" But what will Miss Kitel say ? " Avice asked. 
'^ She won't be pleased." 

'^ I am afraid not. But this is not like vexing 
her by a trifle, like borrowing the books. I am 
sure my father would tell me to profit by it. 
Miss Priscilla is veiy kind, Avice." 

'^ Oh, I suppose so." 

'^ She is, and it shows something rather fine not 
to bear Miss Owen any grudge for refusing to 
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cany out her plans. I coald ge^> on very well 
with your Miss Priscilla/* 

'^ Then I wish you had to do it, and not me — 
though after all, perhaps '* 

Avice had learned some consideration, for she 
stopped before she had said that living with Miss 
Kitel's fidgets would be nearly as bad, and if 
Faith guessed, as she probably did, what remained 
unsaid, she only laughed and took no offence. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

^'i\b got people to belong to/^ 

rilHE reappearance of Miss Owen could not but 
greatly flatter Miss Kitel^ and indeed she 
was so disconsolate and frightened that Faith felt 
obliged to tell the rival schoolmistress how the case 
stood. Thereapon Miss Owen walked off to call 
on Miss Kitel^ and assure her she might lay 
aside her fears^ as she had no intention of re-^ 
maining beyond the Christmas holidays. In the 
rebound of relief. Miss Kitel grew quite con- 
fidential, and told her that, could she but sell her 
furniture and the goodwill of her school, she would 
gladly retire from a profession now grown too 
arduous for her. 

''What I should desire,'^ she said, "would be 
to buy an annuity and go into lodgings. House- 
keeping, when one is not in easy circumstances, 
is such a burden ! I have often thought that 
lodgings, and a little annuity of which one felt 
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certain^ however small — it would not be a large 
stun which I should need to purchase one. You 
see, I am not young.'^ 

Miss Owen regarded her compassionately. No- 
thing could have been a greater contrast than the 
two women — one faded, worn out, the represen- 
tative of a state of things fast passing away ; the 
other, still young, full of energy and capacity^ 
thoroughly up to her work, and able to hold her 
own in the battle of Ufe. Even if she did not 
come to Ashbury, it was inevitable that some one 
like her would one day appear and sweep poor 
Miss Kitel away. In the nature of things it must 
be so. 

It was a curious turn of fortune that Miss Kitel 
should come to wish her rival would set up a. 
school in Ashbury; yet, had the moderate sum 
which she named been forthcoming, she would 
gladly have given up the struggle. She was tired 
of the battle, of fretting when no boarders came,, 
and of worrying over them when they did come ; 
and to lodge with some quiet landlady and have 
a view on the High Street seemed a haven of 
rest. But, moderate as this sum was. Miss Owen 
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00 aid not venture to risk it in what might be^ 
after all^ a doabtfal speculation^ and to the dis- 
appointment of Miss Kitel she did not take 
advantage of the hint. No more passed on the 
subject until near the end of the holidays^ when 
Priscilla, much pleased with the progress Faith 
made^ again began to lament that Miss Owen 
could not remain in Ashbury. 

'^Even that little dunce Avice Seaman seems 
able to learn from you/* she said ; ^^ would it be 
possible to buy out Miss Kitel ? " Then she learned 
what Miss Kitel had said. ^^Why did you not 
tell me before V Priscilla asked^ almost angrily. 
'^ Nothing can be easier. I will buy the annuity, 
and you shall take her place. You could afford 
to buy her furniture, I suppose ?*' 

Liberal though she undoubtedly was, Priscilla 
had, like Mrs. Gilpin, *' a frugal mind/* and never 
desired to give more than was necessary. Besides, 
she was preparing to lay down a large sum, which 
would bring in no return as far as money went. 

^^ This place will grow a large one in a few 
years. I have been asked — ^mind, this is confi- 
dential — to sell a piece of my land for the site of 
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a large boys' school which is to be moved here. 

« 

You will see it will bring families here who have 
girls as well as boys. I don't want the money; 
part may very well go to buy that poor, incapable 
thing her" annuity.'' 

Priscilla had felt one or two sharp pricks at the 
heart sincia she had understood what the loss of 
the school would have meant to Miss Kitel. She 
was really glad to have the chance of making her 
comforteible. This quite changed the aspect of 
affairs. Nothing would be altered until Midsummer, 
but it came ta be generally known that then Miss 
Kitel would retire, and Miss Owen take her place ; 
and, though the particulars of the affair were of 
course not made public, Miss Eatel's satisfaction 
was evident — ^her face lost its anxious, pinched 
look ; she even finished most of her sentences, and 
had a delightful sense of coming leisure. Every 
one felt it an excellent arrangement for all parties. 
Faith had l-eason to be light-hearted, for she was 
to be Mis& '' Owen's pupil-teacher, and free from 
the weight which had burdened the conscientious 
girl not a little in secret, of knowing her aunt's 
pupils were inefficiently taught. After all, Priscilla 
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had carried oat her plan^ and she was so well 
pleased that even Avice benefited by her benevo- 
lent frame of mind^ and got fewer snnbs than 
nsnal. 

It had been an agreeable surprise to Avice 
that Miss Owen did not scold her for dulness, 
bat seemed to understand her difficulties ; and she 
was conscious that her mind had made a step 
forward, although it might not be very apparent 
to others. She gained a great deal from being 
much with Simon^ who treated her as a com- 
panion^ and unconsciously rebuked her vanity by 
the gentle humility which always supposed every 
one was as learned as himself. She became warmly 
interested in his history of Ashbury, and was very 
desirous of making him spare the eyes tried by 
star-gazings night after nighty as he sat at the 
great telescope^ looking out into the silent, un- 
fathomable depths of sky; and she was urgent 
to write from his dictation, and the mortification 
of finding her little scrawl illegible to him did 
what no reproof or admonishment had effected; 
she set earnestly to work to improve her hand- 
writing, and showed that, with sufficient motive. 
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she could endure distasteful labour. Simon was 
delighted. He held^ with a great authority^ that 
of all work that produces results nine-tenths must 
be drudgery; and to see this freakish elf volun- 
tarily write copy after copy, and keep away from 
the organ, to acquire what in itself she cared 
very little about, heartily rejoiced him. Priscilla, 
too, was favourably impressed, though of course 
she began by contemptuous disbelief that Avice 
would persevere. 

'' There is some good in that child," she allowed, 
and it was a great concession; ''but it will be 
a marvel if she does not soon get sick of it all. 
However, Simon Ashbury is very kind to her, 
and if she can really help with his fads it is all 
very well.'' 

Avice would certainly have flamed up had she 
heard the history of Ashbury called a fad. It 
was her pride and delight that she knew more 
about it than anybody else, could find any notes 
he might want, and had herself enabled him to 
add the Oriolus galhulus to his list of birds. Her 
proud importance and mysteriousness about the 
work aroused a good deal of mockery and in- 
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dignation among her fellow-pupils^- for whioh she 
did not care a wHit. What did they know aboat 
the opiLS magnv/m ? Only just what ramoar told. 
8he knew all the plan of it ; knew how much had 
yet to be done^ where links had yet to be foand^ 
and what illastrations there would be to the book. 
Simon meant to spare no oost on it ; he intended 
to have an edition de luxe for presentation to a 
few friends and public libraries^ with fine engrav- 
ings and choice binding. Avice and he often 
discussed the material^ colour^ and tooling best 
adapted for this bindings now inclining to one, 
now to another. A second edition would have 
fewer illustrations, and cost no more than the 
ordinary book-buyer might give; and then there 
would be a cheap abridgment, such as visitors to 
the town would buy at the stationer's. The vicar 
had not been far wrong in saying that all this 
would cost a fortune. It certainly would cost 
almost all he had; but then, as he said, he had 
no one to leave his money to, and he felt as if 
in thus devoting it he was at once doing honour 
to his native town, and connecting with it for 
ever the name which he and his. ancestors owed 
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to it^ and which ended with himself. It did not 
seem to outsiders that there was much to saj 
aboat Ashbary^ but to one who loved it as he 
did there appeared to be work for two lifetimes. 
All the enthusiasm and hopes of Simon Ashbury 
had gone into this work ; there was something 
pathetic in its importance to him^ compared with 
the small account it could ever be to the world 
in general. Perhaps^ in the absence of more per- 
sonal hopes and cares^ it had grown of undue 
value in his eyes; but^ however that might be, 
he had put his life into it, regarding it with a 
tender, loving pride quite apart from any thought 
of its being his own work ; and Avice reflected 
his feelings, only that she was proud of the author 
too. That cloud on the memorv of his ancestor 
troubled her only less than Simon, and she had 
got into hot water several times for flashing out 
when Priscilla started the subject. Avice could 
not see at all how the history was to be published 
until this cloud was dispersed, but she would not 
hear a word of blame thrown on the memory of 
that unlucky Simon Ashbury of the seventeenth 
century. Simon^s interests were her own, and 



200 THAT CHILD. 

tshe championed him mach more hotly than there 
was the least need for^ and got afresh into 
Priscilla's black books. 

Avice was the more with Simon because that 
winter was a long and severe one ; the snow lay 
far too deep to allow of that daily walk on which 
Priscilla insisted. But for a snow-plough, the 
roads would have been impassable, and, although 
Priscilla Beaumont and a few other hardy people 
enjoyed it, the weak and elderly could only keep 
indoors, and endure it as best they might. Simon 
looked frail and pinched, and could hardly get 
through his duties as organist, and Avice spent 
all the time she could in his study, always happy 
there, whether playing with Ghilperic, practising 
on the organ, or copying and writing for Simon. 
It was not till February had come and gone 
that auy one cared to go out of doors for pleasure. 
Then a few warm, deceitful days made every one 
hope winter had departed and spring was at hand, 
just as if they had not known just such treacherous 
promises many a time before. Avice was seized 
with a sudden longing for a country walk, and 
beguiled Simon into accompanying her. 
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'* We may see some new bird/' she suggested, 
half in earnest, half roguishly. ^' I think the one 
old Zachary spoke of last week may have been a 
snow-bunting— don't you ? I almost wish he had 
caught it, though it is a shame that no rare bird 
can come but a dozen people rush to kill it.^ 

Whether to please Avice or to try to see the 
snow-bunting, Simon consented to go. The 
country still looked wintry, — ^those white streaks 
which the peasantry say call for more snow lay 
on the shady side of every hedge, and the sky 
was of a cold, pale blue, against which leafless 
branches rose like giant seaweed. 

^^ We have not had such a winter since that 
one of nearly five years ago,'' Simon said, as they 
walked on. ^^ You can recollect nothing of it, 
I suppose ? " 

" Nothing. Mr. Ashbury, is there any one who 
could tell me about finding mamma, or what 
became of all her things ? You know, there must 
have been luggage." 

'^ I have thought of that, but who could identify 
them? If full inquiries had been made at the 
time " 
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'^ I do wish I had something belongiDg to her ! 
Where did they take her ? '* 

^' We can ask that at the station-master's/' 
Avice liked going there. The good woman who 
had nursed her so tenderly always felt a strong 
interest in her. ''How she has grown^ and how 
well she looks ! '' was the exclamation which called 
the attention of Simon to the fact that these 
last nine months had changed Avice to her ad- 
vantage. Regular hours and meals^ and perhaps 
the happiness she owed to him^ had been telling 
on her. She had grown, her expression was 
softened, her features were less pinched and pale, 
and her tumbled mane of hair was now twisted 
into a thick coil, which began to take a rich 
bronzed tint. Simon wondered he had not ob- 
served it before; he smiled, well pleased. They 
learned that the poor dead mother had been 
carried to a cottage about a mile further on^ and 
took their way thither. It was close to the rail- 
way; the same people lived there as inhabited 
it when the accident took place. The owner asked 
Simon to sit down, and dusted a chair. Avice 
found a wooden stool, and nursed the cat — ''a 
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poker-tailed cat/' as she observed^ with a shade 
of contempt; bat Chilperic^ with his ostrich 
feather^ not being at hand^ she pat ap with 
it. Simon began talking of that other long 
winter^ and of the calamity which marked it, 
and learned the few particulars there were to 
tell. 

^' My husband helped to carry the poor lady," 
their hostess said. '^ All the carriage she was in 
was smashed to bits. No one could think how the 
little girP'--8he did not know Avice— ^'was not 
killed too, and snow falling and drifting all the 
while, and covering everything up. It was a week, 
I dare say, before everything was cleared away. 
When the snow melted, ever so many things were 
found scattered on the sides of the line, mostly 
broken.^' 

'' What became of them ? " Simon asked. 

" Well, sir, all that was of any value was taken 
to the station, as far as I know ; but, maybe, some 
trifles of no value got carried oflF. Plenty of 
children and grown people went to look at the 
place, you see ; but I don't believe anything worth 
having was lost.'' 
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'^No, I dare say not; and no one is likely to 
claim them now^'' said Simon^ noticing a certain 
nneasy tone. '^ I should be glad^ though^ if any 
little thing belonging to that poor lady could be 
found. I wish I had thought of it sooner. This 
is her daughter .'' 

" Well, I never ! '^ cried the woman, with lively 
interest. '^Her daughter! Well, sir, the poor 
lady had a bag on her arm ; there was next to 
nothing in it, or I should have taken it straight 
to the station — one or two books that no one 
could read, so I used them to light the fire ; and 
the bag was all ruined by the children getting it to 
play with. The only thing I have now is a box, 
that I expect Miss here kept sweets in. Dear me ! 
she should have had it long ago, if Fd ever thought 
of ifc. ni get it this minute." 

She took a box out of a little comer cupboard. 
Avice hurriedly put the cat down. 

" It's mine ! " she cried. '•' Papa gave it me on 
my birthday, just before he went away, fuU of bon- 
bons ; and that's my name, my own name, — I told 
you it was not Seaman. Look! it is carved on 
the lid — ' Simone, on her ninth birthday.' That 
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is what mamma called me. Do you see^ Mr. 
Ashbury ? '' 

" Yes^ I aee^^' said Simon^ in a trembling voice. 
'' Can yon recollect your family name ? " 

" No, not all. Simone ! Why, how strange ; it 
is the name your godchild gave h6r lifctle girl. 
Do you think ^' 

They looked at each other, Avice full of breath- 
less and startled wonder, Simon greatly moved. 

"I don't know. I hope '^ he began, and 

then he put some money in the woman's hand, and 
left the cottage with Avice. She was wild with 
excitement. 

'' Then we know who I am. I've got people to 
belong to. Oh, Mr. Ashbory, you'll find it all oat, 
won't you ? " 

'' You may depend upon that," he said, feeling 
as if all the vague fancies and suggestions which 
had long haunted him had taken shape ; '^ I shall 
go to Avranches to-molrow." 

And so he did, bidding Avice say nothing of 
the motive of his journey until he came back. She 
awaited his return with intense, unuttered excite- 
ment, but with little doubt of the result. Neither 



206 THAT CHILD. 

had lie ; to his mind there could be no question his 
godchild^ widowed probably by the war, — ^he sud- 
denly recollected that the dead woman had been 
dressed as a widow, — had meant to seek him, and 
perhaps claim his protection for her daughter. He 
went on his quest, full of indescribable eagerness 
and hope, and Avice joyfully awaited his return. 
It was delayed longer than she could well bear, 
and Ashbury asked wonderingly whither he could 
have gone so suddenly ; but when, later, it oozed 
out that he had been in London, and had an inter- 
view with a publisher, the mystery seemed cleared 
up. Avice alone learned the whole history of that 
journey which began so hopefully, only to end in 
bitterest disappointment. He could not trace the 
Portescues; they had quitted Avranches long 
before the war, and that tide of dire misfortune 
had apparently obliterated all sign of them. He 
learned that Millicent had married a young French- 
man named Amiel, belonging to quite another part 
of the country, who probably had given his life for 
his country, and that was all. Advertisements 
and inquiries remained fruitless. 

" My poor little girl ! '* Simon said, with almost 
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passionate tenderness^ as Avice stood dumbj pale^ 
and cold with intense disappointment^ *' you can- 
not be more grieved than I am at my failure/' 

" I am never to belong to any one,*' she answered^ 
and it was like a cry of anguish. 

'' Yes, yes, my dear, you belong to me. I have 
no sort of doubt that you are Millicent Fortescue's 
child, my dear old friend's granddaughter. I 
cannot prove it, but I know it, I feel it.'' 

'^ Yes, perhaps. But we cannot prove it." 

''I am sure of it," protested Simon. "The 
name — the coming here — ^there is no real doubt." 

''People will say there is. Mr. Ashbury, I 
won't have it all chattered over by every one in 
the place. Don't tell them, don't let them know. 
Oh, I thought I should be so proud when they 
heard I had a name and a family of my own, like 
every one else," she said, with a choking sob. 
'' Please never say anything about it." 

Simon had hardly been prepared for the cruel 
blow his failure would be, deeply disappointed 
though he himself was. He saw now that he had 
under-rated the strength of her feeling on the 
subject, and he almost wished that the box had 
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never been found. Almost, not quite, for it was to 
him an ever-increasing certainty that this girl was 
indeed his little namesake, and the belief was 
sweet to the lonely man. As time went on, and 
stilled the first pang of disappointment, the ties 
between them grew dearer and stronger. Avice 
took to calling him Parrain, and their bond was, 
perhaps, the dearer for being unknown to the 
outside world. She could not bear to have it dis- 
cussed, and he would have shrunk with sensitive 
pain had any one thrown a doubt on the parentage 
in which he firmly believed. They belonged to 
each other, and the sound of Avice's voice, calling 
him '^ Parrain,'^ would float pleasantly to his 
mental ear even when he sat alone at his writing- 
table, with Chilperic lying couched like a lynx at 
the back of his chair, or while he was sending 
sweet waves of sound from the keys of his organ. 
Avice had found one person, at least, in whose 
heart she had a home. 
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CHAPTER X. 

AN OLD man's HOBBT. 

TN the course of the next year Ashbnry was 
electrified by a discovery which might be said 
to have been jointly made by Avice and Chilperic. 
From time to time Chilperic distinguished himself 
by catching a mouse. He was always very proud 
of himself on these occasions^ and brought it to 
show his master or Davies, never tormenting it 
like a common cat, as Simon would remark with 
approval, but slaying it royally, with a buSet of his 
paw or a single bite. His happy hunting-ground 
generally was a long attic, only used to keep some 
old furniture and boxes in. Whenever Chilperic 
was missing, Simon charitably supposed him 
engaged in mousing in the attic, and therefore, 
when absent one day for a good many hours, no 
one was disquieted; but when supper-time came 
and he did not appear, some uneasiness was felt, 
for Chilperic's punctuality at meals was exemplary. 

p 
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If he had a fault it was being — not greedy^ Simon 
never would have admitted that^ but a gonrmet. 
It disturbed Simon's rest that night not to know 
where his cat was^ and he was quite unsettled the 
next day when Chilperic did not return. Avice 
came in after school-hours ; she now generally 
learned her lessons for the next day in Simon's 
study^ and then practised. 

" Chilperic missing ! '' she said, '* Has Davies 
looked in the attic ? " 

'' Yes j he is not there.'' 

"Parrain, don't worry yourself; he'll come 
back as he did that time before. You look quite 
iD." 

It was true, but Simon had been looking ill 
ever since that journey to Prance, when he caught 
a severe cold and neglected it. People said that 
he looked quite an invalid, but he never allowed it ; 
he only felt tired, he would answer. He could 
hear Avice calling Chilperic about the house, and 
go up to the attic. She called again and listened. 
A faint mew replied, but no cat bounded to meet 
her or spring on her shoulder with a soft head 
rubbing against her cheek. She looked about. 
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puzzled. Evidently Chilperic was somewhere 
near and in trouble^ for a second mew came almost 
from under her feet. Pushing aside an old arm- 
chair she saw a hole in the fioor^ and a feeble cry 
told that poor Chilperic had crept in and found 
himself entrapped; the broken points .bent^ no 
doubt^ readily enough as he forced his way down, 
but entirely prevented his getting out again. 

'^ Chilperic, dear! FU let you out, wait a little,'*, 
cried Avice, and flew downstairs to call help. 
Simon and Davies came, but a carpenter had to be 
fetched to take up the planks before the cat could 
be freed. However, with his master and Avice 
talking sympathetically to him, no doubt he kept 
up his spirits, and he was ready for a double 
portion of milk when released. Simon's attention 
was diverted from him by the carpenter's remarks 
on the rottenness of the flooring. There seemed 
to be a double floor, with a space between, used 
probably in old times as a hiding-place for many 
things. Avice came back when Chilperic had been 
fed, to see what was going on. The carpenter was 
just saying, " Now, sir, if any one were to step on 
this plank, as likely as not they'd go through,^ 
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and Simon mefally answered^ " Oh, I don't think 
it's as bad as that^ Parkes." 

'' Well, look here, sir,'* said Parkes, and sent his 
hammer through with ease. Simon had to own 
the floor mast be laid down again, and a few days 
later workmen were making the house resound 
with knocking, greatly discomposing both Simon 
and Chilperic. Avice, running up to inspect, 
found the floor up, and the men lifting out a box 
which had lain in this hiding-place unsuspected. 
Avice summoned Simon. ''What can it be?" 
she cried. " Have you a key ? '' 

It had to be broken open. Simon looked on 
rather excited. '' Take out whatever there is,'* he 
said, smiling to Avice; ''let us see what we owe 
?to you and Chilperic.'* 

She lifted out a package which clinked as she 
:«ioved it, then another. The workmen stood by, 
^^xpectant. 

" A silver plate and a drinking-cup,'* she cried, 
opening it, " and this is spoons and another great 
-cup.'* 

" Family plate ! My crest is on it. Go on by all 
means, my dear.'* 
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" No more plate, — papers, and a bag — of money ! 
Only look ! '' 

'' Money ! " said the carpenter, evidently hoping 
that all concerned in such a find had a right to go 
shares, but Simon was not thinking of the money. 
His trembling fingers were opening the papers, 
and he looked very pale. '^ I — I must examine 
these downstairs,^^ he said, carrying them away, 
and would have left the plate and money on the 
floor had not Avice taken care of them. A suddeui 
hope filled her with joy. "Is it?^' she asked^ 
when she stood by his chair in the study. *' Was. 
it all hidden there when your ancestor went to join 
Monmouth ? And did he die, and not dare to tell' 
where the money and all were ? '' 

" So it would appear,^' said Simon, hardly re- 
covering from the joyful shock. " These are the 
missing papers, and the money, no doubt, is in 
that bag. Either he died in battle or prison, and 
had no one to whom he dared confide the secret, 
but that, I imagine, we shall never know.'' 

'' But his name is cleared, and vou can finish the 
history of Ashbury. Oh, do put in it how Chilperio 
made us find the deeds ! And the hospital will 
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have the lands^ and Miss Priscilla will have nothing 
more to say ! '' 

She was partly right and partly wrong. Simon 
made over the money to St. Wulfstan's, and the 
annual income was slightly increased by it^ but the 
lands had long been sold^ re-sold^ and parcelled out 
among many owners, whose title could not now be 
disturbed. Simon worked at his history with 
fresh vigour, re-wrote and altered, and enlarged, 
read it all through again, corresponded with people 
all over England about pedigrees and facts which 
he wanted to ascertain. It seemed to absorb him 
as much as ever, yet it made very slow progress. 
The vicar, dismayed at what Simon had learned 
from London publishers would be the cost, told 
him he ought to publish it by subscription, and he 
admitted it, but the idea went against him, and he 
took no steps for doing it. Avice had grown into 
something like his secretary, and he insisted on 
giving her a small salary, which she accepted with 
almost angry reluctance. 

''The work is none the less one of love, my 
dear,'^ he said, with gentle determination, ''and you 
will be none the worse for having a little money of 
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your own/* He was so afraid that Priscilla would 
think Avice did not really earn her salary that he 
went to see her^ though he had never got over his 
nervous fear of her^ even now that she had no more 
to say about St. Wulfstan's^ and made her under- 
stand that Avice's services were really valuable to 
him. As he had foreseen^ it made a difference in 
the girl's position. Priscilla no longer felt her a 
mere waif^ supported by charity^ and treated her 
less domineeringly, though they never would be 
comfortable together^ and she was glad to think 
that soon Avice would be old euough to take a 
situation. Simon^ on his part, wanted her to con- 
tinue studying music, and could not bear the 
thought of losing her, either as companion or 
pupil, but he was one, perhaps, too willing to let 
the morrow take care of itself, and not forestall 
trouble. For a time Avice must remain in Ash- 
bury, learning from Miss Owen, who had had to 
take a large house for her boarders, and held out 
hopes to Faith Kitel of a salary for superintending 
the younger pupils. Miss Owen had advised 
Priscilla to let Avice make music her main study^ 
and not to press examinations upon her. There 
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was no reason why the girl should not be well 
educated^ she said; but her gift was for mnsic. 
Some day she would compose well^ Miss Owen 
thought^ and her opinion had a great deal more 
weight with Priscilla than that of Simon Ashbory, 
though he certainly might be expected to know 
most about it. 

So months passed into years^ and the eighth 
winter came since Avice appeared in Ashbury— -a 
mild one this time^ but with occasional cold winds 
and sudden falls of the temperattlre even more 
trying than steady cold. Simon was one who suf- 
fered especially^ and one Sunday afternoon Avice 
feared he would hardly get through his part of the 
service. She recognised that his fingers touched 
the keys feebly^ and that it was an e£fort to him to 
play; and it took her by surprise when the con- 
cluding voluntary swelled out with a noble power 
and exultation which appealed to every musical ear 
in the churchy and even detained many in their 
seats until the last note died away who usually 
were prompt to leave the church. 

" I never heard Mr. Ashbury play so well all the 
years I have known him,'* Miss Kitel, who loved 
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sacred masic, said to Mrs. Johnson^ the lawyer's 
wife^ as she took Faith's arm in the porch^ "it is 
quite a privilege to hear him/' 

And this was the general opinion. Avice could 
not have explained the weight on her heart as she 
wexit home^ nor her anxiety to see Simon the fol- 
lowing day. It was a relief to find him much as 
nsualj only very weary as he said; bat he was 
writings and wrote diligently all that day and the 
nextj though Avice^ urged by Davies^ begged him 
not to overtire himself^ and threatened to hide pen 
and ink. 

" I shall soon have ample time to rest/' he said^ 
smiling gently^ perhaps recalling the last words of 
Mendelssohn's great ancestor^ and the weight fell 
again on her heart. On the Saturday, as the 
vicar stood in his garden, shaking his head over 
the premature shoots of foolish plants which 
seemed mistaking February for April, Avice came 
up with a troubled look. 

*' Mr. Lisle," she said, " I am afraid Mr. Ash- 
bury will not be able to take the org&n to- 



morrow." 



'' Bless me ! what are we to do ? " was 
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the vicar's first natural exclamation. ''Is he 
ill?'' 

''I don't know; he will not have any doctor^ 
but he seems to have no strength. I wish you 
would get him to send for Dr. Medland." 

'' I'll go and see him at once. What on earth 
are we to do about to-morrow ? " 

'' He said I could play, if you do not object. I 
would do my best." 

A little flush came to Avice's cheek ; it seemed 
a great event to her. 

''I shall only be too glad," said the vicar, 
delighted at any way out of the difficulty, and 
he walked down the little narrow street with her 
to Simon's house. She left him at the door, 
and he went up-stairs and found Simon in his 
armchair, dressed with his usual precise neatness, 
which was always such a contrast to the vicar's 
perfect indifference to his attire. Just now, in 
pure absence of mind, he had put on two cravats, 
and had the knot of one under his left ear. 
Simon held out a thin, withered hand cheerfully, 
but did not try to rise. Something in his face 
startled the vicar; it seemed to him that there 



AN- OLD MAN'S HOBBY. 219 

were written on it the characters of '^ the unknown 
language of the world unknown." 

''Why, I don^t hear a good account of you, my 
friend/^ he said. '' How are you feeling ? " 

" Not much to boast of/' said Simon, cheerily, as 
if it were rather good news than not. "Pm 
feeling old." 

'' Old, nonsense ! You are only a couple of years 
or so my senior. You don't call a man of fifty- 
seven or so old — eh ? " 

"I feel so, and there is nothing much left for me 
to do." 

*' Tut, tut ! there is the ' History of Ashbury ' 
to finish." 

" It is completed," said Simon, with a kindling 
of enthusiasm in his face. '' I have only to arrange 
for publication." 

'' Why, I congratulate you and us ! The opiis 
magnum finished ! Ashbury will have its history, 
and no one else could have done the old place such 
justice." 

'' Yes, I love every stone of it. I have a childish 
pleasure in thinking that its history has been 
written by an Ashbury — ^the last of them. But if 
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I Lad many years before me I should sadly miss 
the work. Now there is nothing to think about 
except my poor Avice. I cannot bear to think of 
her struggling alone through the world, and she 
ought to have a thorough musical education. A 
girl friendless and poor '' 

" Ah, you mean to provide for her ? " said the 
vicar, who had long taken this for granted. 

''11^^ said Simon, much startled, ^^ My money 
is devoted to another object. I wish I could, but 
the very little there will be left '^ 

'^ Of course, it is no a£fair of mine ; it was only 
an idea I had,^^ said the vicar. '' Miss Priscilla 
ought to take care of her.^' 

'^Yes, yes,*' said Simon, hurriedly, and he 
looked so flushed and harassed that the vicar 
hastened to talk of something else ; nor was Avice 
named again, but when left alone the thought of 
her pressed incessantly upon him. Perhaps his 
unpractical nature had prevented his considering 
the subject until now; and besides, as he said, he 
regarded his money as devoted to his books. Yet 
now he kept asking himself what would become of 
this penniless, solitary girl, if, one day, she fell ill^ 
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or Priscilla died^ or age came and rendered her 
unable to work. So the vicar had thought he^ 
Simon Ashbury, wonld provide for her, although 
he did not know she was Millicent's child. She 
needed a great deal more musical instruction ; she 
ought to study hard for several years ; and then, 
no doubt, she would be an excellent musician. It 
would be very lonely for her when he was gone, 
and she would miss him sorely — ^very sorely. 

'' I believe I should have done better to invest 
that money for her which went to repair the 
Market-hall,^^ he thought, and then reproached 
himself for it. " There will be almost nothing left 
when the book is published, and Davies has her 
legacy, and Lawrie and Cardwell theirs.'' Simon 
helped several old pensioners with a generous hand. 
'^ They must not suflfer by my death. Still, I 
always meant to leave her what I could, poor 
child ! " 

He rose feebly, leaning on the furniture as he 
went to his table, and took out papers covered 
with calculations about the cost of his book, and 
then he looked at the account-book which contained 
notes of his income. 
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" It's not much,'* he thought^ more and more 
troubled. " There's the house : she might let 
it^ but it would h^ve to be kept in repair^ and 

I know the chimnevs there would be too 

little left. L mighty perhaps^ publish^ as Lisla 
said^ by subscription; but no^ it is too late for 
that ! '' 

He sat thinking until Mrs. Davies brought 
candles^ and scolded him for tiring himself. He 
did look very tired, and when he got to bed he lay 
awake dwelling on the same thoughts. 

''My life's work — of great interest, Parkinson 
said, and I know no better judge — local interest 
certainly, but a most valuable contribution, — ^he 
told me himself, — ^to county and antiquarian litera- 
ture. I know it is that. Ashbury ought to have 
its history written, and no one could do it as I 
have done, or ever will. It would be a sin to 
abandon my plan. It is my life's work." 

And then he thought of Avice, whom he loved, 
too, and of the sad life before her, and lay, tossed 
amid conflicting thoughts, miserably perplexed. 
How could he sacrifice all the hopes and labour 
of these long years, and leave Ashbury without 



AN OLD MAN'S HOBBY, 223 

a record ? And yet " Perhaps it is an old 

man's hobby against a young girPs happiness/' 
he murmured^ with a long sigh^ as dawn broke 
chill and gray^ and f oand him still waking ; '^ bnt 
it comes too hard^ too hard. God forgive my 
selfishness ! '' 

Few would have laid that sin to the door of 
Simon Ashbury. 

He was silent and abstracted all the next day^ 
and put aside Avice's anxious attempts to interest 
him. No one guessed what a struggle he was 
going through. A look of great trouble and distress 
settled on his face^ as if he had not strength for the 
sacrifice that pressed itself on him. Mrs. Davies 
urged him to go to rest early, but her sleep was 
broken by anxiety for her kind master, and, lying 
awake in the middle of the night, she perceived 
a smell of burning, and, hurrying on her clothes, 
knocked at her master's door. He was not in his 
room, and she ran to the study, and found him 
there. Evidently he had not been to bed. 

"I am so sorry to have alarmed you,'' he an- 
swered; ^'I was only burning some papers." 

Burning papers, sir, at this time of night, and 



t€ 



224 THAT CHILD. 

you wanting all the rest yon can get I '' exclaimed 
Davies^ higUy indignant. 

'' I shall rest well now^'^ he said^ gently; and she 
long remembered the sweetness of his expression. 
" Grood-night, Davies/' 

"You'll let me clear the grate, sir! My gracious, 
the whole hearth is full of smoking papers ! It's 
a wonder you did not set the chimney on fire ! " 

Simon looked at the hearth with wistful eyes, 
but he smiled. 

"There's no harm done, Davies; it's best so, 
best so. Good-night. Send for Mr. Johnson early 
to-morrow — don't forget." 

Davies looked at him with sudden apprehension. 

"Yes, I want to make my will. G-ood-night, 
Davies." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

FAREWELL TO ASHBUBT. 

-^HEN Ashbury learned that Simon wonld no 
more be seen in Ms old familiar place^ there 
was not a voice bat spoke in tender^ regretful 
terms of the gentle and retiring man who had 
spent his life in quiet benevolence^ so nnobtmsive, 
that only now, when every one compared notes^ 
was it known how much good he had done, and 
what constant kindness he had shown. His life 
had been like a quiet brook, keeping the meadows 
gceen without sound or rushj and which, though 
clouds might be reflected in it and darken its 
current, yet soon flowed out into the light, pure 
and limpid as ever. Each day took a little from 
his strength, and obliged him to lay down one 
occupation after another, as Avice noted, with her 
heart wrung by every token that soon he to whom 
her best love was given, the only person on whom 
she felt she had any claim, would have passed 

Q 
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away. " So good, so kind, and he is gone ! ^' — 
the line kept floating throngh her mind like a 
knell. He did not keep his bed; he had never 
given any trouble all his lif Oi and it seemed as if 
even now he did not know how to do so ; nor did 
his cheerfulness fail in weariness and weakness. 
'' You'll study music and do me credit/' . he once 
said to Avice, with a kind smile. ''My collection of 
old music and classical composers is valuable; I am 
glad it will go to some one who will use it." He 
liked to have her about him, and she forced back 
her sorrow, and tried only to think of him and 
help poor Davies, who went about with eyes swollen 
by tears, which burst forth out of his sight, though 
she was elaborately cheerful when in his room. 
He spoke often of his wife and child now; he could 
bear to do it with their meeting so near. Some- 
times they seemed to Avice close by already. 

" Parrain,'' she said, one morning, with a little 
hesitation, '' I had such a strange dream last night. 
May I tell you ? Well, then, I thought I saw a 
girl coming towards me in a sort of gently-bright 

r 

light, and she looked at me with r uch lovely eyes, 
and her face— I can't describe it, but it looked 
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as if she had grown up in Paradise^ and had never 
known sin or sorrow; I shall never forget it. 
And she smiled at me^ and called me by my name^ 
Simone^ not Avice — ^and kissed me on the lips; 
and somehow I knew it was your daughter^ who 
has grown up in Paradise/' 

Simon listened intently^ with a great pleasure 
in his countenance; but he made no comment^ 
beyond a quiet nod of acquiescence. 

^'It did not seem like a dream/' Avice said^ 
softly. '' I should know her again/' 

"Ay, ay, you will. So my little girl came to 
thank you for being good to me. Ah, she looks 
like that, then. And her mother — but she will 
not have changed, I think, except as those in the 
celestial mansions change. Anyhow, I shall know 
her and she me, or, whatever we are, we shall not 
be ourselves. But I do not want to see them first 
— no, not first/' 

" Don't you ? " said Avice, wonderingly. 

" No, my dear, no. I hope my eyes will first 
rest on my blessed Lord, and my first thought in 
the other world be all His. Here, I am afiraid, I 
have never given Him my best love; earthly 

Q 2 
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things have mixed with it and with my prayers. 
Think what it will be to be able to offer perfect 
worship and see His face I Ah^ the best thing oar 
beloved can do will be to stand aside^ I think^ and 
let Him lead ns to each other/' 

It had been almost too great an effort to say so 
much. Avice kissed him^ and felt as if her heart 
wonld break. She never saw him again alive; 
he passed away very quietly before midnight. 

After the funeral^ his will was opened^ the vicar 
being present by the request of the lawyer who 
had drawn it up. Some legacies were left to 
various people^ an annuity to his faithful servant, 
Elizabeth Davies^ and the rest of his money was 
bequeathed to Avice, on two conditions — ^first, that 
she should study music for three years in London 
or Vienna; and, secondly, that she should take 
the name of Fortescue. The vicar and Mr. John- 
son were named as her guardians. It would not 
be more than a moderate income, but it seemed 
wealth for a penniless orphan, and the vicar 
hastened to seek Miss Priscilla. 

" I think it is due to you," he said, " as hitherto, 
in some sense, the guardian of Miss Seaman, to 
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annoance to 70a first that the late Air. Ashbury 
has left her^ certain legacies and expenses being 
paid^ his house and remaining fortune^ abont £250 
a year." 

" That child ! *' exclaimed Priscilla^ astounded. 

It was the last time that Avice was ever called 
" that child:'' In the eyes of others, even before 
she attained the dignity of being Simon Ashbury's 
heiress, she had reached the dignity of young 
ladyhood ; but Priscilla always saw her as she was 
in the first days of her acquaintance. 

'^ Avice! come here,'' and as Avice entered, 
pale and sad-eyed, Priscilla forestalled the vicar, 
about to make his announcement with due form, 
by exclaiming, ''Had you any idea that Mr. 
Ashbury meant to leave you his money ? " 

" To me ? no ; it will go to publish his book ; 
he always said so." 

'' It would seem he altered his mind, since the 
chief part of his property is left to you," said the 
vicar, a good deal put out by Priscilla's thus 
brusquely taking his business upon herself. 

'' But what will be done abont the book ? " asked 
Avice, too anxious about this matter, — ^aware, as 
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she was^ of its boundless importance in the eyes of 
Simon^ — ^at all to consider how the news affected 
herself. 

^' I think you might show a little gratitude for 
once," said PriscilH sharply. 

The vicar understood her better. 

" My dear, I think he felt his money better 
spent on yourself,'' he said. 

^^ On me ! Do you mean I am to have it instead 
of the book being published ? I won't, Mr. Lisle > 
nothing shall make me. I'll spend it all on the 
book." 

"My dear, we cannot even find it. As far as 
we can make out, no manuscript exists anywhere."' 

^' But it must be found ! I know exactly where 
it is, in the drawers of the writing-table ; he kept 
the key on his watch-chain." 

" I know, but it is not there. He opened the 
drawers before me two days before his death, and 
two were empty; in the others were letters and 
papers which I have been looking through to-day 
with Johnson, and he sai^ emphatically, ^ BecoUect^ 
I have no papers or manuscripts whatever except 
these.' " 
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'' But ^t must be somewhere. I can't have the 
money, Mr. Lisle ; I won't have it ! " cried Avice, 
with vehemence, the more intense from being 
suppressed. ''You don't know — nobody knows 
but I how he cared about the history, or how he 
thought about it, and worked at it. He never 
could have meant me to have that money, I am 
certain, if it would prevent the book being pub- 
lished, and I should hate it. Do let me go and 
look j I am sure I shall find it." 

'' You have every right to look, my dear ; but 
first you must hear what more I have to say." 

Avice stood trembling with impatience, and 
twisting her fingers hard together, as if she had 
been still eight years old. 

'' There are conditions attached to this bequest. 
You are to study music for three years in London 
or Germany, and take the name of Fortescue." 

" Of Portescue ! " exclaimed Priscilla, ''What's 
that for r " 

" Perhaps Miss Avice can teU us," said the 
vicar. 

Avice's lips were quivering so much that she 
could hardly speak. She was touched to the 



232 THAT CHILD. 

heart by the tender thonghtfulness of her old 
friend. 

" He always thought mamma was a Fortescue^ 
and the daughter of his old friend^'' she faltered. 
'^ He could not quite prove it, but we both be- 
lieved it, and he wanted me to have a name of my 
own, I think." 

'' Well/' said Priscilla, really hurt, '' I think I 
might have been told this before.'' 

" I did not know you would care,'' said Avice, 
with genuine surprise. 

^' One must never expiect gratitude from any 
one," said Priscilla, under her breath. She was 
more wounded than she or any one else could have 
believed. 

" I am sorry," said Avice, still more surprised, 
and the vicar looked on and made his silent 
commeuts. '^May we go?" she added, unable 
to think of anything but the lost manuscript. 

'* Simon Ashbury was always — odd," said Pris- 
cilla. '^What a wild idea, to stipulate that she 
should study in London, and take this name. Is 
it really necessary ? " 
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'^ Qiiite^ if she is to inherifc. It seems to me 
an excellent arrangement. Bat I shoald like to 
know on what he founded his belief. Beady^ Miss 
Avice? Come^ then. Even if you found this 
manuscript/' he said^ as they crossed the street^ 
*^ what could you do ? You are aware it would 
cost a fabulous sum to publish it as our poor friend 
wished.^' 

" That would not matter^ if it could be done." 

"As your guardian I Qould not allow it, my 
dear child.'' 

'^ Not allow it ? But the money is mine," 

" Not until you are of age, and even then there 
would be difficulties." 

" I would not touch it ; I would save it all till 
I could use it as he meant. Wh^, what else could 
I do, Mr. Lisle ? " 

" Well, we will see [if it can be found before 
discussing that," said the vicar, inwardly sure it 
would not be discovered. 

Nor was it Vainly Avice searched with obsti- 
nate resolution, too unhappy at its disappearance 
to think of her altered prospects. 
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^' Mr. Lisle^ where cari it be ? '' she asked at 
last^ pale and tearfiJ. 

'^ From something Davies says, I fancy he may 
have destroyed it," 

'^ Oh^ he could not^ he could not ! Don't say 
that ! ^' exclaimed Avice^ bursting into a passion 
of tears. 

The vicar called Davies to comfort her, but it 
was as if all the pent-up grief of these last weeks 
now broke forth and overwhelmed her. She could 
not give up the hope of finding some nook where 
the manuscript might have been put, though well 
aware that such a mass of writing could not easily 
be concealed. It was the bitterest disappointment 
to her that the life-work of her old friend should 
thus have vanished. 

'* Mr. Lisle, what can he have done with it ? 
Do you think it did not satisfy him just at the 
last ? '' she asked, piteously. 

The vicar had his own opinion, but he did not 
mean to give it in words. 

" Well, we all know he was hypercritical of all 
his work,'' he answered ; '^but, my dear, will you 
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satisfy me on one point? He once told me yon 
had rendered him a great service. Can you tell 
me what it was?'' 

''A great service? I? No, nnless it was through 
Chilperic's finding the papers/' 

'' No, no ; it was before that." 

'^I cannot think, unless he meant fcelling him 
about the golden oriole." 

" Nonsense/' said the vicar. 

Thereon was a good deal of discussion as to how 
the plans for Avice should be carried out. She 
wished to study for a time at the Boyal Academy 
of Music in London, and there was some idea of 
settling her in a family which PrisciUa recom- 
mended, but the expense was too great, and Davies 
solved the difficulty by saying : 

'^ Miss Avice, dear, if you'll have me I'll ask no 
wages. My dear master has made me comfortable 
for life, and I'd like to go with you that he was so 
fond of, and you of him. Now, why shouldn't 
you and I and Chilperic take quiet lodgings, and 
Miss Faith join us, now there's this talk of her 
being mistress in that day-school in London?'^ 
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Miss Owen^ generously anxious to do Faith a good 
turn, had recommended her as under-mistress to a 
great London day-school^ and her certificates had 
proved satis&ctory. " How comfortable you both 
would be together^ and me to look after you^ my 
<lear/' 

Avice fell on her neck and kissed her. 

'^How I will study I '^ she said^ her heart 
full of love and gratitude to Simon Ashbury, 
though she never knew the sacrifice that he had 
made for her sake. 

Visitors^ who came occasionally to see the quaint 
old town and the fine church and Market-hall at 
Ashbury^ would ask^ wonderingly^ how it was that 
no guide-book to its antiquities existed ; and they 
would be told by the bookseller in the High Street 
that it was always expected that the late well- 
known antiquary, Mr. Ashbury, would publish a 
great local history, which had occupied him for 
many years, but after his death the manuscript 
could not be found, and it appeared that he had 
not been able to make up his mind to entrust its 
publication to others. This was the explanation 
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wluch the townsfolk finally adopted of the mystery 
aboat which for a long while there was so much 
talk, and no one but the vicar, who held his 
peace, ever surmised the true reason why Ashbury 
never had its history printed. 



THE END. 
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' It is, in a word, the Book of the Sorrowful.'— J?^v. Dr, Winslow, 

* FuU of sympathy, always directing the sufferer to the loving-kindness of the Lord.' 

Christian, 

BROWNE {GENERAL CHARLES A,y- 

A BRIEF SKETCH OF. Accompanied by 

Personal Reminiscences of Christian Life in India half a century ago. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, u . 6d. 

CAMPBELL {T. M, A, E.)^ 

NOTES ON THE ISLAND OF CORSICA. 

With Frontispiece by Edward Lear. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s, 6d, 
An Edition is also published in French, 

* Gives a pleasant description of a^ country which Englishmen seldom visit.' 

Review, 

CARLISLE {Late DEAN OF), By the Very Rev, Francis Close, D.D.-^ 
EIGHTY SKETCHES OF SERMONS. 

Second Edition. Square 8vo. cloth, 5;. td, 

CARTER {W, S„ B,A., Curate^ St. Paufs, Paddington)— 

SERMONS ON THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

Crown 8vo. 
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CAUSTON (MUS. R, KNIGHT)— 
CLAUDIUS: a Tale. 

Crown 8vo. cloth elegant, 6s, 

A remarkably clever and well-written classical story. Throughout the author 
displajTS a perfect knowledge of the period of which she treats, and much poetical 
feeling ana dramatic power. Certamljr since " Fabiola " there has been nothing 
better than this story. There are certain scenes in the book quite equal to any of 
Bu}wer-L3^ton'8 or Wiseman's classical stories, and greater praise cannot be 
lavished on it.' — Morning Pott, 

* The story is told with singular skill. The records of the time have evidently 
been studied to good purpose, so that a graphic picture b presented.' 

PicUtnUU World. 

CHURCH RECORDS 

Of Church, Preacher, Text, ftc. for the Sunday* and Saints* Days 
of the Christian Year. z8mo. cloth, xs, 

CLERE (MRS.)— (4.) 

BETHLEHEM'S THREE MOTHERS. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3^. td. 

' Very touching. ... A very good book for parochial libraries.' — John Bull. 

KATHERINE GORDON. 

Fcap. Bvo. cloth antique, ax. dd. 

' A natural and instructive tale of home life for girls.'— 7^A« Bull. 

THE APOSTLES OF JESUS. 

Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3X. td. 

*A simple book, yet beautiful ; the story of each of the Apostles is thrown into 
a narrative, and the idea thus conceived b well executed.' — Christian Observer. 

THE LATTER DAYS OF JUDAH AND HER FALL. 

Fcap. 8vo. with Frontispiece, doth antique, y. 

' This valuable publication supplies most instructive reading for young people.' 

Christian Observer, 

CLOWES (ANNA, SeUcted and Arranged by)— 

SONGS IN THE NIGHT; 
Or, Hymns of Hope and Trust for Weary Watchers. 

New Edition. Large crown 8vo. large type, cloth, u. 6d. ; paper, is. 

* A useful collection of sacred poetry, with an admixture of original pieces not 
unworthy of eminent authorship.' — Ciergyfftan's Magaztne. 

' Will prove a welcome companion to many of those who are afflicted.' — Record. 

COMMON PRAYER-BOOK FOR CHILDREN. 

Arranged as read in Churches. With Texts and Proverbs, and Illustrated with 
Photographs. 24mo. in various bindings, from af. 6d, to 9is. 

CONFIRMATION TRACTS, &'c.— 

CONFIRMATION AND FIRST COMMUNION CARD. 

Printed in Silver and Black, with Cross. 
IS. 6d. per dozen ; los. per xoo, post free. 

A. L. M.— 

THOUGHTS ON CONFIRMATION. 

7th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. vl, 

THOUGHTS ON THE HOLY COMMUNION. 

Z7th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. id. 
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CONFIRMATION TRACTS, ^c. —Continued. 
BAYLEY [REV, SIR EMILIUS)— 

THE CHOICE. Five Lectures on Confirmation. 

lliird Edition. iSmo. cloth, i«. 
CULLEN {REV. JOHN)-- 

CONFIRMATION; its Nature and Obligations. 

x6ino. paper, 4^.; cloth, 6d. 

FIDEUS— 

HOLY COMMUNION. Invitation and Simple Preparation. 

X3th Edition. z6ino. sewed, 2d. ; cloth, 4^/. Better Edition, cloth, gilt edges, 9^. 

QUIT YOU LIKE MEN. 

For Young Men after their Confirmation. Price id, ; tod, per dozen. 

THINE FOR EVER. 

For Girls after their Confirmation. Price id. ; lod, per dozen. 

GILL {REV. THOMAS HOWARD)^ 

CONFIRMATION. ' 

A Simple Introduction to the Rite, in the Form of an Allegory. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. sewed, yi. 

THE LORD'S SUPPER. 

*What it is' and *Why I should go to it.' 
Fcap. 8vo. sewed, yl. 

OXENDEN {BISHOP)— 

BAPTISM ; or, What is the Good of being Christened ? 

i2th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. sewed, id. ; 25 for is. 4^/. post free. 

BAPTISM SIMPLY EXPLAINED. 

x8th Thousand. Large type, cloth, is. ; cheap edition, paper, 6d, 

BAPTISM OF ADULTS. 

i8mo. sewed, price id. 

CONFIRMATION; or, Are You Ready to Serve Christ? 

597th Thousand. x8mo. cloth, 6d. ; sewed, yl., or zs. 6d. per dozen post free. 

COUNSELS TO THE CONFIRMED; 
Or, Now is the Time to Serve Christ. 

A Sequel to above. X3th Thousand* i8mo. limp cloth, is. 

THE EARNEST COMMUNICANT. 

Red Rubric Edition, cloth, as. ; roan, 3;. ; morocco or calf, 4^. to 21s, 
Common Edition, 508th Thousand. 32mo. is. ; roan, zr. ; morocco or calf, y, 

THE LORD'S SUPPER SIMPLY EXPLAINED. 

78th Thousand. i8mo. large type, cloth, is. ; cheap edition, paper, 6d. 

THE LORD'S SUPPER ; or. Who are the Welcome Guests ? 

69th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. sewed, id. ; 25 for is. \d. post free. 
HOARE {CANON)— 

THE DOCTRINE OF THE LORD'S SUPPER, 

As taught by the Church of England. Fcap. 8vo. sewed, 6d. 

' THE OLD, OLD STORY {By the Author of)— 

CONFIRMATION : or, Thoughts for a Solemn Hour. 

14th Edition. 48mo. id, 

A2 
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CONFIRMATION TRACTS, ^c. —Continued, 

WHITLOCK {REV, G, S„ M.A.)— 

GUIDE TO THE HOLY COMMUNION ; 

Or, The Communion OflKce considered Historically and Devotionally. 
With Questions and a Glossary. z6mo. cloth, js. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

WRIGHTSON [REV. W. GO- 
CONDENSED CONFIRMATION ADDRESSES. 

z6mo. cloth, xs. 

CUI.LEN (REV. J.)— 

LIFE AFTER DEATH, AND THE THINGS TO COME. 
With Memoir of Miss F. £. B. by the Rev. W. H. M. H. Aitkbn. 
Square fcap. 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

' In doctrine sound, in argument convincing, and in appeal powerful.' 

Christian Obserx'cr. 
DISSELHOFF {JUUUS), Director— 

KAISERSWERTH. 

The Deaconess Institution of Rhenish Westphalia, 
Its Origin and Fields of Labour. 8vo. in wrapper, xs. 6d. 

DOBBS {MAJOR-GENERAL R. S.)— 

REMINISCENCES OF LIFE IN MYSORE, 

SOUTH AFRICA, AND BURMAH. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ^r. 6d. 

DOUDNEY {SARAH), Author of ' Michaelmas Daisy,* 6v.— 
ANNA CAVAYE ; or, The Ugly Princess. 

Crown 8vo. with Frontispiece, 5^. 

* One of the very best of Miss Doudney's stories, and the most original withal. 
Miss Doudney is one of the most pleasant writers for youth, and we heartily con- 
gratulate her upon the success of "Anna Cavaye." *-~Court JoumaL 

* Gracefully written.' — Literary World. 

DUKE {EDWARD, M.A.)— 

BENEATH THE SURFACE; 
Or, Physical Truths, especially Geological, 
Shovtrn to be latent in many parts of the Holy Scriptures. 
Small crown 8vo. 388 pages, cloth, 5;. 

I A praiseworthy attempt to show the consistency between the langtiajre of 
Scripture and the conclusions of Geology, and other physical discoveries. * The 
other statements are made in a very clear and simple manner. They deserve carcfi]! 
consideration, and, if duly weij^hed, will^ not unlikely go far to reassure many who 
may have been disquieted by discrepancies more apparent than real.' — Recotxl. 

DUNBAR {LADY)— 

OUR LAMBS IN THE FOLD ABOVE. 

Second Edition. Square iBmo. cloth, 2X. td. 

FIDELIS— 

HOLY COMMUNION. Invitation and Simple Preparation. 

.13th Edition. i6mo. sewed, ^. ; cloth, 4^. Better Edition, cloth, gilt edges, 9^/. 

QUIT YOU LIKE MEN. 

For Young Men after their Confirmation. Price xd. ; xod. per dozen. 

THINE FOR EVER. 

For Girls after their Confirmation. Price xd. ; xod. per dozen. 

THIRTY SHORT ADDRESSES 

For Family Prayers or Cottage Meetings. CroAvn 8vo. 2J. &/. 
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£.M,C.(By)— (5.) 

EMBROIDERY AND ART NEEDLE-WORK DESIGNS. 



In crown 8vo. packet, price as. 6d. 
Borders. 

Bedroom Decorations. 
Colouring. 
Church Work. 
Crewel Work. 
Hints. 

Materials for working upon, 
working with. 



»i 



Outline Work. 

Patterns. 

Short History of Embroidery. 

The Stitch. 

Transferring the Designs. 

Working upon Velvet. 

Explanation of Designs at the end. 



THE LADY'S CREWEL EMBROIDERY-BOOK, ist Series. 

With Book of Directions for Wools and Working, and Twelve Floral Designs for tracing. 
6th Thousand. Price 2S. 6d, 



Arctotis 


. . Mantlepiece. 


Nemophila 


Blotter. 


Daffodil . . 


. . Chair Back. 


Cistus 


Perambulator Apron 


Clematis 


. . Chair. 


Morning Glory . . 


Cushion. 


Dahlia . . 


Banner. 


Cornflower 


Chair Back. 


Peach .. 


. . Tea Cloth. 


Roses 


Curtain. 


Cherry .. 


. . Tea Cosey. 


»» •• •• 


ft 



THE LADY'S CREWEL EMBROIDERY-BOOK. 2nd Series. 
With Book of Directions, &c., and Twelve Floral Designs. 3rd Thousand. 
Price 2x. 6d, 



Flax 


Tennis Costume. 


Hops and Daisies . . 


Panel. 


Tobacco Flower 


Coat. 


Crown Imperial . . 


Chair Seat. 


Myrtle .. 


Parasol. 


Violets 


Tennis Apron. 


Cowslip .. 


Table Qoth. 


i» •• •• 


Pocket. 


Pomegranates .. 


Border. 


Cyclamen .. 


Toilet Cover. 


Poppies 


Evening Dress. 


Lilies 


Panel. 



MOTHER'S KNITTER. 

Containing Patterns of Things for Little Children. z6mo. cloth, xs. ; paper cover, 6</. 

THE LADY'S WORK SERIES. 

Containing Patterns and Receipts of Useful and Ornamental Work. 
With Illustrations. Square x8mo. paper, xs. each. 

Knitting. xst Series. 27th Thousand. 80 Patterns. 

Knitting. 2nd Series. 23rd Thousand. 48 Patterns. 

Knitting. 3rd Series. 21st Thousand. 46 Patterns. 

Knitting. 4th Series. zoth Thousand. 42 Patterns. 

The four Knittittg-Books in One Volume^ cloth^ gilt edges ^ 4r. 6d. 

Crochet. ist Series. zyth Thousand. 38 Patterns. 

Crochet. 2nd Series. zoth Thousand. 44 Patterns. 

Crochet. 3rd Series. 7th Thousand. 21 Patterns. 

Crochet. 4th Series. loth Thousand. 42 Patterns. 

The Four Crochet-Books in One Volume ^ clothe gilt edges, +r. 6d. 



Work. 
Work. 
Netting. 



xst Series. 

2nd Series. 

xst Series. 



3rd Thousand. 
3rd Thousand. 
4th Thousand. 



84 Patterns. 
45 Patterns. 
36 Patterns. 



Knitting Teacher's Assistant. 53rd Thousand. 
Sewed, &/. For National Schools. With Special Scale of Stockings and Socks. 

Teacher's Assistant in Needlework. 

For National Schools, &c. 24th Thousand. Sewed, td. 

Oxter 200,000 copies of the above works have been sold. 
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E VER Y GIRLS MA GAZINE. 

A Secular Monthly Magazine for Qirla. 

£dited by Alicia Amy Lbith. 

Monthlyi price 6d. \ annual subscriptiim, inclnding postage, 6x. ; or half*annaal, 

3X. 6</. ; m either case payable in advance. 

i'he First Number of tne New Volume appeared on October i. 

Specimen Copy, price &/., post free, on application. 

Serial Stories by Katherine S. Macquoid and the Author of ' The Atelier du Lys,' &c. 

With Illustrations by C. J. Stanilandi Gordon Browne, Miss Ethel King, &c« 

FORSTER {MISS F. E. ARNOLD-)— 

HERALDS OF THE CROSS; 

Or, the Fulfilling of the Command. 

Chapters on Mission Work. Third Edition, crown 8vo. cloth extra, 5f. 
Large-paper Edition, fully Illustrated, small 4to. cloth, xo$. td. 

^ ' Told in a beautifully simple style, sure to interest children, for whom the book 
is intended.' — Graphic. 

*" Emphatically a successful book, and cannot fail, we should think, to become a 
general favourite in Chrbtian families interested in missionarjr work ; and we do 
not think anything so good of its kind has been published for thirty years.' 

Church Missionary Intelligencer, 
FOSTER {JOSEPH)-- 

OUR NOBLE AND GENTLE FAMILIES OF ROYAL 
DESCENTS. 

Large 4to. 540 pages, too Chart Pedigrees, cloth elegant, 3/. 3.r. 

' A monument of most patient research and accurate compilation.' — Times. 
' A very splendid library book, and one of the most perfect of the sort ever 
brought oat,''— Standard, 

FRIENDL Y LEA VES— 

A Magazine for Working Girls. The Organ of the G. F. S. 

1877 Volume, illustrated. Imperial i6mo. cloth, 2x. 

1878 Volume, illustrated. Enlarged. 4to. cloth, 2s. 6d. ; boards, os, 
1880 Volume, illustrated. 4to. cloth, ar. 6d, 

x88z Volume, illustrated. 4to. cloth, as, 6d. 

1882 Volume, illustrated. 4to. doth, 9s, 6d, 

1883 Volume, illustrated. 4to. cloth, u. 6d, 

1884 Volume, illustrated. 410. cloth, as. 6d. 

1876 and 1879 Volumes out of print. 
Also published Monthly, 24//. id.; or postfree^ in advance, price is,6d.perann. 

FRIENDLY WORK— 

A New and Additional Magazine of the Girls* Friendly Society. 

Suitable for the Elder Members and Others. 

Containing Reports of the Society's Works at Home and Abroad.^ A Serial Story. 
Miscellaneous Papers. Music. Correspondence. Prize Competitions. &c. 
Price id. Monthly ; post free, x^^. Annual Subscription, xs. 6d, post nree. 
Volume for 1884, 410. as, 

FRIENDLY WORK SERIES— 

ELEVEN LETTERS FROM THE EAST TO MY 
BIBLE-CLASS. 

By Cordelia J. Hawkslbv. Crown 8vo. doth, is. ; sewed, 9</. 

THE CARE AND NURSING OF CHILDREN IN 
HEALTH AND IN SICKNESS. 

By Margaret Lonsdale. Crown 8vo. cloth, \s. \ sewed, yl. 



FROM CROWN TO CROWN. 

A Tale of the Earlv Church. By I 
Small crown 8vo. Illustrated, %s, 6d, 



A Tale of the Early Church. By the Author of * The Martyrs of Visne and Lyons. 
" " - . III1 - 
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FR Y {CAROLINE)— (2. ) 

CHRIST OUR EXAMPLE. 

Fifteenth EditioD, with a Preface by the Rev. A. M. W. Christopher, M.A. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth, z^. 6d. ; paper cover, xs. 

Extract from Preface : — ' Some years ago I was requested to open at a 
Clerical and Lay Conference the discussion of the following question: "Is the 
Example of our Lord brousht forward in a sufficiently systematic manner by 
Ministers of the Gospel?" When preparing for this discussion I asked three friends 
— Dr. Miller, now Vicar of Green wicn; the Rev. T. C. Goodhart, now Rector of 
Wetherden ; and the Rev. S. R. Capel, Rector of Wareham — ^which they considered 
to be the best book on the Example of our Lord. Each one of the three, without 
knowing that the other two had been consulted, named in his reply the book now 
before the reader — Christ our ExatnpU^ by the late Caroline Fry.' 

CHRIST OUR EXAMPLE in his Intercourse with the World. 
A Chapter from the complete book. With Preface by Dr. Horatius Bonar. 
5th Thousand. 32mo. sewed, !</. 

GIRDLESTONE {REV, CHARLES)— (3.) 

THE FAMILY COMMENTARY ON THE HOLY BIBLE. 

Second Revised and Cheaper Edition. 6 vols. imp. 8vo. large type, los. 6d, each ; 
or the set in 6 or 3 vols, cloth, 3/. y. ; half morocco, 5/. 5.^. ; morocco, 7/. js. 

Vol. I. Genesis to Deuteronomy. | Vol. IV. Isaiah to Malachi. , 

„ II. Joshua TO Esther. I „ V. Matthew to John. 

,, III. Job to Song of Solomon. | „ VI. Acts to Revelation, 

The only Family Commentary on the whole Bible. 
Prospectus, giving Specimen of Type, Opinions 0/ the Press, &^c. on application* 

THOUGHTS ON DYING DAILY. Crown 8vo. cloth, is, 

DEVOTIONS AND DEVOTIONAL MEDITATIONS 
IN PROSE AND VERSE. For Private Use. 
Fcap. Svo. cloth, xs. 6d. 

GIRDLESTONE {REV, R, B.)— 

DIES IR^; 
The Final Judgment and Future Prospects of Mankind. 
Revised and Cheaper Edition, square fcap, Bvo. cloth, y. 6d, 

' The topics discussed are solemn and important beyond^ all others, and have 
been handled by the author in a very careful and reverent spirit.' 

Christian Objserver, 

' . . . . Thoughtful and well weighed .... The M'riter carefully examines the 
Scripfure meaning of all the expressions used on the subject.' — Guardiari. 

GLIMPSE (A) OF THE GREAT SECRET SOCIETY. 

Being an Exposure of the Jesuits' Policy. 

Fourth Edition, Svo. cloth, 34opa^es, price 3^. 6d. 

'The statements put forward in this remarkable volume are of the most con- 
clusive character.' — Keiiiew. 

GOODE {REV, E,)— 

BETTER COVENANT PRACTICALLY CONSIDERED, 

from Heb. viii. 6, 10-13; with a Supplement on Philip. iL 12, 13, and Notes. 
Sixth Edition. To which is added, a Sermon on Jer. xxxi. 31-34. Fcap. cloth, 5^ 

GRAY {MRS. HAMILTON)— (3.) 

EMPERORS OF ROME; AUGUSTUS TO CONSTANTINE. 

Being a Continuation of the ' History of Rome.' 
{Republic out of Print.) xamo. cloth, 65. 

* One of the best histories of the Roman Empire for children and young people.' 

Athetueum. 

THE HISTORY OF ETRURIA. 

3 vols, post Svo. cloth, 30f. Vol. i, i3«. Vol. 2, X2f. Vol. 3, 6s. 

* Certain to afiord pleasure and profit to every reader.' — Athenaiim, 
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GRAY [MRS, HAMILTON)— Continued. (3.) 

TOUR TO THE SEPULCHRES OF ETRURIA IN 1839* 

'J'nird Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth, z/. z^. 
' A most useful and interesting volume.' — Edinburgh Review. 

* Mrs. Gray has won an honourable place in the large assembly of female 
writers." — Quarterly Review. 

GREGG {JOHN, D.D., Bishop of Cork, Cloyne, and Ross)— (4.) 

FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH. Memorials of the Life of. 

By his Son, Robert Samuel Gregg, D.D., Bishop of Cork, &c. 
Crown 8vo. with Photo-Frontispiece, cloth, ts. 

THE STORY OF STORIES, and other Sermons to Children. 

Preached in Trinity Church, Dublin. 

Edited by his Son, Robert Samuel Gregg, D.D., Bishop of Cork, &c. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3X. 6</. 

OBSERVATIONS ON SUNDAY-SCHOOL INSTRUCTION. 

Edited by his Son, Robert Samuel Gregg, D.D., Bishop of Cork, &c. 
z8mo. cloth, XX. 

THE LIFE OF FAITH. Being Sennons and Lectures. 

With Preface by his Son, Robert Samuel Gregg, D.D., Bishop of Cork, &c 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 3;. td. 

GREY {HON. LADY)— 

BETTER NEVER THAN LATE, 

And other Stories for our Girls and their Parents. Fcap. 8va cloth, xs. 6d. 

* Some excellent lessons are very pleasantly enforced in these pages.' — Roch. 

GRIFFITH {REV. THOMAS)— 

THE FATHERHOOD OF GOD. 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 4s. 6d. ^ 

' No commonplace production. Many of the thoughts axe strikingly original ; 
the reasoning is everywhere close and cogent ; the illustrations are telling ; the 
style is pithy and pungent ; and the spirit ihat of a manly and catholic evangelism.* 

THE SPIRITUAL LIFE. Crown 8vo. cloth, 5^. ^^ Homitist. 

HALCYON AND ASPHODEL, and other Stories. 

By A. L. H. A. Small crown 8vo. Illustrated, 3; . 6d. 

HALLE TT {CAROLINE M.)— 

LECTURES ON HEALTH. For Women's and Girls' Classes. 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

* Sound and sensible advice is here conveyed in short chapters. The subjects 
are treated in such a way as to interest as well as to instruct.'— ^7/^^». 

' Ftactical to the highest degree. We should like to make every man and woman 
in Queen Victoria's dominions read this shilling's worth of sound sense.' 

Sword and TrtnveL 
HAMILTON {HARRIET)— (2.) 

THOUGHTS ON THE LORD'S PRAYER for Children. 

Demy i6mo. with Photographic Frontispiece, cloth, is. 6d. 

' It is not easy to speak too highly of this charming little treatise.* — Record, 

THE KING OF LOVE. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. 

HARRIS {MISS L. P. MOHUN)— 

WHAT THE SWALLOWS TOLD ME. A Cornish Story. 

Crown 8vo. with Frontispiece, cloth elegant, 5*. 

' A well and pathetically told story, while there are not wanting touches both of 
power and humour.' — Morning Post. 



' Pretty and merry .... lively and amusing.' — Times. 
* The power of this story 



story lies in its simplicity, without any elaborate plot : desti- 
tute of all^ attempts at word-painting, and pretending to no subtle analysis of 
character, it vindicates for its author a deep and true knowledge of human nature.' 

EditUntrgh Daily Review. 
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. //A TCHA RD {MRS. GOOD WIN)— (3. ) 

THOUGHTS ON THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

For Mothers' Meetings, &c. Square fcap. 8vo. 2f. 6d. 

*An admirable little book, thoroughly suited for the object in view. It is 
simple, telling, and affectionate in style, and sound, earnest, and devout in treat- 
ment. The poor women assembled in mothers' meetings are sure to appreciate it 
greatly, and it will be a great help in teaching them how to understand and to use 
the Lord's ^xzyer.'— Guardian. 

PRAYERS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

Third and Cheaper Edition. i8mo. limp cloth, is. 

* A pleasing little collection.' — Guardian. 

* Seldom have we met with prayers more suitable for young children.' — Rei'ie^v. 

PRAYERS FOR MOTHERS' MEETINGS. 

i6mo. cloth, IS. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

* Short, simple, and earnest, they cannot fail to prove of great value to those 
engaged in conducting such meetings.' — Rock. 

HA WKSLEY {.CORDELIA J.)— 

G.F. S.: WHAT DOES IT MEAN? 

Second Edition. Crovni 8vo. stiff paper cover, <;k/. 

' In a bright and pleasant fashion the author of this little volume gives a most 
interesting account of the Girls' Friendly Society and its doings. There are many 
who will be glad to have the information which is thus provided, especially as it is 
presented in so attractive a form.' — Rock. 

ELEVEN LETTERS FROM THE EAST TO MY BIBLE 

CLASS. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 

HINTS FOR A SERIES OF SIMPLE BIBLE LESSONS. 

Consecutive Bible Teaching. 

Dedicated to the Working Associates of the Girls' Friendly Society. 

z6mo. sewed, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

'Will be found very useful as helps to teacheis. The suggestions arc all of a 
practical kind.' — Rock. 

HINTS TO COUNTRY BUMPKINS. 

By a Country Bumpkin. Bvo. paper coloured wrapper, is. 

HOLLINGS {MRS., Author of ' Ethel WoodvilU')— 

THE CHRISTMAS HAMPER. Royal 32mo. u. 6rf. 

* An amusing story.' — Aunt Judys Magasine. 

HO A RE {Late MRS. E., of Tunbridge Wells)— 

THE CHRISTIAN MOTHER; 
Or, Notes for Mothers' Meetings. Second Edition. i8mo. cloth, is. 
'This choice little book— decidedly the best of its VvaA.*— Record. 

HO ARE {Late MRS. S., of Hampstead)— 

HINTS FOR THE IMPROVEMENT OF 
EARLY EDUCATION AND NURSERY DISCIPLINE. 
Nineteenth and Cheap Edition, limo. doth, is. 6d. ; paper, is. 

' Should be in the hands of all mothers and governesses.' — Ladies* Treasury. 

HO A RE {REV. CANON)— (6.) 
SANCTIFICATION. 

Square fcap. 8vo. 2X. 6^. 

REDEMPTION. 

Square fcap. 8vo. as. ^. 

Two excellent devotional works of strictly practical character.* 

National Church. 
' Plain teaching in these two important themes is here offered, and cannot but 
prove very acceptable.' — Rock. 
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HO ARE (REV. CANON)— Continued. (6.) 
PALESTINE AND RUSSIA. 

5th Thousand. x6mo. cloth, if. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

ROME, TURKEY, AND JERUSALEM. 

x8th Thousand. z6mo. cloth, is. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

' Mr. Hoare ar^es on the broad, simple lines of prophecy, in a way which, to 
our mind, must bring irresistible conviction.' — CUrgymatis Magazine. 

INSPIRATION; its Nature and Extent. 

New Edition, revised. z6mo. cloth, is. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

* Selects several important points of a wide subject, and treats them soundly.* 

Christian Observer. 

THE DOCTRINE OP THE LORD'S SUPPER, 

As Taught in the Church of Entgland. Fcap. 8vo. sewed, 6d. 

HOMELY TALKS TO YOUNG MEN ON THE YOUNG 
MEN OP THE BIBLE. 

By the Author of ' Joined to an Idol.' 

With a Preface by the Rev. Canon Westcott, D.D. 

Crown 8vo., 330 pages, cloth, y. dd. 

* An excellent book, ai\d will be found useful for reading to Young Men's 
Guilds, and for youths to read themselves.' — Literary Churchman. 

' This book is from a practised pen, and comes to us commended by the high 
authority of Canon Westcott. These^ " Talks " are thoroughly to the purpose, 
simple in diction, and direct in application.'— Record. 

HOLLAND {THOMAS AGAR)— 

DRYBURGH ABBEY AND OTHER POEMS. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo. dr. 

HOPE {LADY)— 

THROUGH THE GORSE. A ViUage Story. 

Fcap. 8vo. illustrated, 2s. 

HOPKINS {ELUCE)— (8.) 

WORK IN BRIGHTON ; or. Woman's Mission to Women. 

With Additions, and Preface by Florence Nightingale. 
23rd Thousand. Square x6mo. sewed, 6d. 

* From my own experience in lone past years, I am quite sure lliat the way 
indicated in ''Work in Brighton" is the only true way ; and I would entreat the 
women of Eneland to read the little book, and then judge, each for herself, in what 
way she can help a cause which, for the sake of home and family, has a claim on 
every woman. 1 bid the work "God speed" with all my heart, and soul, and 
strength.' — Florence Nightingale. 

PREVENTIVE WORK ; or, the Care of Our Girls. 

Twelfth Edition. Square x6mo. sewed, price 6d. 

' ' Miss Hopkins has rendered another important service to her generation by her 
practical and thrilling little book.' — Christian, 

VILLAGE MORALITY. 

A Letter addressed to Clergymen's Wives and Christian Workers. 
7th Thousand. Crown 8vo. in wrapper, 6d. 

ON THE EARLY TRAINING OF GIRLS AND BOYS. 

An Appeal to Working Women. Especially intended for Mothen' Meetings. 
25th Thousand. Crown 8vo. in wrapper, ad. 
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HOPKINS {ELUCEs-^outinued. (8.) 

GRAVE MORAL QUESTIONS. 

Addressed to the Men and Women of England. 

X4oth Thousand. x6ma 3</. Fifty Copies at half price direct from poblisher. 

HOW TO START PREVENTIVE WORK. 

Hints on the Management of a Training Home and Free Registry OiBce on the 
Bristol Plan. 32mo. in wrapper, price 3<r. 

NOTES ON PENITENTIARY WORK. 

Second Edition, with Plan. Crown 8vo. in wrapper, price dd, 

* To all who are interested in this momentous subject we recommend this little 
work, which vrili be found to offer some very wise suggestions, the fruit of large 
experience dictated by a broad love of souk.' — Literary ChurchmaHm 

WHITE CROSS SERIES. Set pages n and i\. 

HUDSON {£. H.)— 

LOUISA, QUEEN OF PRUSSIA. 

Her Life and Times. With an Introductoiy Sketch of Prussian History. 
Photo>Frontispiece. Third and Clieap Edition^ 2, vols, crowti Bvo. Ciot/i, los. 6d. 

* From its fine domestic tone, and the nobility of its subject, it ought to become 
a common family and school-book in our country. No better present or prize-book 
could be named.' — British Qitarteriy Review. 

HULLAH [MARY £,)-^ 

THE LION BATTALION, and other Stories. 

With an Illustration by Alice M. Chambers. Small crown 8vo. 3J. 6d, 

HYMNS FOR THE HOUSEHOLD OF FAITH, 
AND LAYS OF THE BETTER LAND. 

Third Edition, enlarged. Crown Svo. cloth, 5;. ; roan, 95. ; morocco, &c. 12s. to 21^. 

JAMES [The late A. il/.)— 

THE COVENANT OF LOVE. 

Being -xi ReadinjB^s. A Manual of Devotion for the Sick and SuflTering. 
New Cheap Edition, enlarged, x6mo. cloth, is, 6d. ; paper, is. 

' Gentle, soothing, and at the same time ardently religious, it supplies just the 
special groove of thought which is needed for the s\Q\i-xoom'— Literary Churchwatt, 

THE SERVICE OF LOVE; 
Cry Ministry for Christ in our Daily Life. 

New Edition. i8mo. cloth, is, M. ; sewed, is. 

' A really good book, enforcing ministry for Christ in our daily IKc' ^Guardian, 

KING [REV, JAMES, M.A.)-^ 

ANGLICAN HYMNOLOGY: 
Being an Account of the 3^5 Standard Hymns of the highest merit 
according to the verdict of the whole Anglican Church. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6*. [Just pitblished. 

* A most interesting and suggestive book.' — Saturday Review. 

' The Rev. James King has published a remarkable volume, entitled Ang^lican 
liytuHology, In- the English language there are about 20,000 hymns, composed 
by 1500 authors. Mr. Kmg's account of the 325 hymns of highest merit, according 
to the verdict of the whole^ Anglican Churdi, drawn out from the mass^ by this 
ingenious method, is full of interest, and the amount of carefully collected iniorma* 
tion stored up in this volume will be appreciated by every reader who finds the 
subject attractive.' — Illustrated Loudon News, 

* Anglican Hyntnolory will delight all who arc fon^ of knowing something 
f^boi^t wha^ they sing.'— T//r Grapltic. 

*3 
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LIGHT AT EVENTIDE. 

large^print Readings for the Sick an4 Aged. Fifth Edition. 
Square crown 8vo. doth, i«. td. ; in packet, ij. 

8TRBN0TH OP MY LIFE. 

Large-print Readings for the Sick and Aged. 
Square crown 8vo. cloth, \$, td.\ or in packet, z«. 

' Will bf a great comfort and help to the class for whom it is intended.* 
WE WOULD SEE JESUS. ChHstian World, 

Large'print Readings for the Sick and AgeU. 

Square croMm 8vo. large type, cloth, xs, od. ; in packet, xs. 

* Simple, but Aill en Qospel truth, especially adapted to direct and comfort those 
for whom they are written.' — Our Own /^reside* 

lANGBRIDGE (RE V, FREDERICK, Author of ' Gaslight Stones ')— (2.) 
PEACOCK ALLEY; or, a Boy and a Girl against the World. 

Fcap. Bvo. Three Illustrations, cloth, 2S. 6d, 

* Has a healthy, moral tendency.'— ^Afontmg^ Post. 

* Charmingly told, containing many clever and picturesque bits of description.* 

Sdinbut^h DaUv Kevieiv. 

* A bright and charming story. We know of few modern books for healthy* minded 
boys and girls we would recommend in preference to this.' — IVestcmDaify Mercury, 

MYSTERIOUSLY MISSING. 

The Strange Adventures of Two Little Pickles. 
Small crown Bvo. illustrated, price af. 6d. 

^ ' We have seldom read a more fascinating book. The whole episode is written 
with inimitable fun and spirit, and is never a moment unnatural. The book is, of 
its kind, perfect.'— /€?A» Btdl. 

' A delightful child's book. Certainly young and old may gain much amusement 
from Mr. Langbridge's clever story.' — Court Circular, 

L. M. H. {Editor of ' Work and Leisure:)— (6.^ 

A FEW WORDS to the MOTHERS of LITTLE CHILDREN. 

33nd Thous. x6mo. coloured wrapper, id. each ; 50 for distribution at half price. 
' Acapital little manual ; may be read by mothers of all ranVa.'— School Guardian. 

A PEW WORDS TO SCHOOLMISTRESSES. 

x8th Thous. i6mo. coloured wrapper, 2<f. each ; ^o for distribution at half price. 

' We hail with cordial welcome a short paper simply headed, "A Few Words to 
Schoolmistresses," which puts them on their guard against those evil communica- 
tions which may be infesting the intercourse of their scholars. The lines are drawn 
with a firm but delicate hand.' — T/ie School Guardian. 

A FEW WORDS TO GIRLS AND BOYS ON THE 
CARE OP THEIR HEALTH IN MIND AND BODY. 
Z2th Thous. i6mo. coloured wrapper, zd, each ; 50 for distribution at half price. 

A FEW WORDS TO EMPLOYERS 
UPON QUESTIONS OP MORALITY. 

z6mo. coloured wrapper, 2d. each ; 50 for distribution at half price. 

THE ENGLISHWOMAN'S YEAR-BOOK (published annually) 
And Directory of Institutions for the Benefit of Women and Children. 
Kditetl bv L. M. H., Editor of 'Work and Leisure' 
Thoroughly revised and corrected up to date. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, if. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

* Should be within the reach of everybody interested in woman's work.' 

Guardian. 
' It is a pity that the existence of so valuable a book is not more widely known. 
There can be no doubt it would be an inestimable treasure to hundreds who are not 
at present aware of xi.'—John Bull. 

WORK AND LEISURE: 

The Englishwoman's Advertiser, Reporter, and Gazette, 
published Monthly. Demy 8vo. 40 pp. Price y/, 
(Anouftl Subscription, 3*. 6d. post fre?.) 
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LADIES' WORK : How to SeU it. Third Edition. 

By Zbta. Fcap. 8vo. if. each, post free. 

'Most sensible and practical, which we have read with much pleasure, and 
which wc strongly recommend to ladies who, without quitting their own homes, are 
anxious to eke out their small incomes by finding a market for their flngerwork.*^ 
Graphic. 

LEIOH, ALLESLEY BOUQHTON, POEMS BY. 

Square i8mo. cloth bevelled. 

LONSDALE {MARGARET)^ 

THE CARE AND NURSING OF CHILDREN IN 
HEALTH AND SICKNESS. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 9^/. ; sewed, 6^. 

MARR YA T {ROSALIND)-- (3.) 

THE CHAIN OP GOLD. 

A Manual of Prayers for Working Lads. 
i6mo. paper cover, 6ti. ; cloth, if. 

•A valuable little book.' — Literary Churchman, 

STEPS TO CHRISTIAN MANHOOD; 
Or, Daily Words for Our Boys. 

(Uniform with * Friendly Words for our Girls.') 

6th Thousand, with Additions. Fcap. 8vo. limp, \s, dd. ; paper cover, \s, 

' Thoughts and reflections for a lad, which are clear in style and manly in tone, 
and to these are added a prayer for ever^ day. We have rarely met with a book 
of devotions which is so good, and which, whilst really devout, is not over> 
strained.'— /<7i&M Bull, 

WIVES AND MOTHERS. 

Two Series. Cheaper Edition. Square fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2*. (>d, each. 

^ * Very practical readine for mothers' meetings. Divided into a wife's duties, 
trials, temptations, and helps, the writer has some cheerful words of good advice on 
each . ^—Guardian . 

' Admirably suited. The language is plain as the advice practical and sensible. 
We unreservedly recommend the book.'— /<>A« B71IL 

MASON (CHARLOTTE M)— 

THE FORTY SHIRES; 

Their History, Scenery, Arts, and Legends. 

Crown 8vo. 416 pp. with 90 Illustrations, 5; . 

' An interesting account of the English shires. Contains a store of useful 
information, told m an interesting style, and relieved by anecdote and legend.' 

School BoardChronicle, 

* A highly interesting and instructive volume for children. A more entertaining 
method of instruction could hardly be conceived. Books like the present, which 
combine entertainment with instruction, are general favourites, and are of con- 
siderable educational ysXM^,'— Court Jonmal, 

MRRCtER {MRS. JER0ME\— 

WORK, AND HOW TO DO IT. 

i8mo. cloth, 2 J. dd. 

MID-DAY THOUGHTS FOR THE WEARY. 

Third Edition. 32mo. cloth, rs. 6d. 

MORRIS {L. A., Selected and Arranged hy)^ 

WORDS OP LOVE FOR THE LITTLE ONES. 

By L. A. Morris, Author of ' A Name which is above every Name,' &c. 
A New Daily Text and Hymn-book for Children. With Photo- Frontispiece. 
B4mo. cloth, ar. 6d, ; gilt edges, 3X. ; leather, y, 6d, to lor. 

Heartily do we commend this little volume to the attention o mothers.' 

Mothers' Treasury. 
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MOON (G. lVAS///XGTOi\\ F./^.S.l..)— (9.) 

THE SOUL'S INQUIRIES ANSWERED 

IN THE WORDS OP SCRIPTURE. 

A Year-book of Scripture Texts, -loth Thousand. 

I. Drawing-room Editiok. Small crown 8vo. with Blank Diary, 

and 13 Copyright Photographs by arrangement with Mr. Graves. 
Cloth) gilt edges} xof. 6a. ; roan, 131. 6a. ; morocco, &c 17s. 6d. to 43/. 

' A very beautiful birthday-book. . . . Each month is prefaced by an exquisite 
Illustration of somtt incident in the life of Christ .from well-known paintings by 
modem artists. . . . Few handsomer gifts of the kind could be given or received.' 

Staudartfm 

II. PociCKT Edition. Royal 33mo. cloth, zr. 6d. ; roan, 3;. and 4X. 
morocco, 6s. and 7^. 6d. ; calf, russia,' and other bindings, 8f. 6il. to 2\S. 

III. Common Edition for Distribution, without Diary. 
Royal 32mo. limp, Zd. : limp cloth, is. 6d. ; roan, 2s. 6d, 

THE SOUL'S DESIRES 

BREATHED TO GOD IN THE WORDS OP SCRIPTURE. 

Being Prayers, and a Treatise on Prayer, in the Language of the Bible, 
With Selections from the Devotional Portion of the Psalms. 
For Private or Family Worship. Third Edition. 
Koj'al 32mo. cloth, 2x. 6d. ; leather, y. to 7^. 6^. 

THE SOUL'S COMFORT IN SORROW. 

Being Selections from the Author's Poetical Writings. Dem^' 24mo. cloth, 2j. ^d. 

THE MONOGRAPH GOSPEL. 

Being the Four (k>spels arranged in one continuous Narrative, 

In the words of Scripture, without omission of fact or repetition of statement. 

Second Edition, with Marginal References and Map. 

Royal 32mo. cloth, is. 6d. ; roan, yi. and 4^. : morocco, 6s. and 75. 6d. 

*Thls is one of the handiest of handy books for the Biblical Student.' 

Chnirli of Ritgltititi Pu//it. 
' We can offer to no work of the season a more cordial welcome than to this 
book.' — Public Opiuion. 

* An admirable work. We know of nothin.s; superior in kind.' — Ckrisitan Glohr, 

THE REVISERS' ENGLISH. 

A Series of Criticisms, showing the Revisers' Violations of the I^wsof the language. 
With Photographs of the ReviseR*. Square fcap. Svo. cloth, 3^ . 6d. « 

' As a model of verbal criticism " The Revisers' English " is a worthy rival to 
"The Dean's English," and Mr. Moon displays in both works a delicate appreci- 
ation of the niceties of our lan^^tiaffe, a polished and accurate style, and an unusual 
power of making his points with fatal precision. Though Mr. Moon's method of 
overthrowing his antagonists is probably irritating to his victims, his tone is uni- 
formly courteous. This book cannot fail to interest all who are lovers of the purity 
of the English language, or who desire to secure an accurate translation of the New 
Testament into our own tongue.' — Notes and Queries. 

THE DEAN'S ENGLISH. 

A Criticism on the Dean of Canterbury's ' Essays on the Queen's English.' 
Cheap Edition^ the izth. Fcap. Svo. limp, xs, 6d. 

' Demonstrating that while the Dean undertook to instruct others, he was him- 
self but a castaway in matters of grammar.' — Edinbur^ Reinr.v. 

* Coming out for wool, in fact, the Dean went back shorn ; rushing forth to teach 
he went home taught.' — TAe Record. 

BAD ENGLISH EXPOSED. 

A Series of Criticisms on the Errors of Lindley Murray and others. 
Cheap EdiHoH^ the 7th. Fcap. 8vo. limp cloth, is. 

' Well worthy of the careful study of all who aspire to Aftxite English elegantly 
and accurately. —/,<?«</<;« Quarterfy Rnnenv. 

' A useful contribution to the art of writing the English language with accuracy.' 

Times. 
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MOON {Cr. WASHINGTON, F.R,S.L.)— Continued. (J).) 
THE KING'S ENGLISH. 

Part I. Its Source and History. 

,. Origin and Projpress of Written Language. «f 

, , Puzzling Peculiarities of English. 

„ Spelling Reform. 
Square fcap. 8vo. cloth, price jx. 6d. 

EDEN, AND OTHER POEMS. 

Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. with Frontispiece, cloth gilt, 3X. 6d. 

* We recommend tnis volume of genuine poetry.'— c?»r Own Fireside. 

' Have deservedly reached a second edition, some of them beinj? of great beauty 

Joltn Bull. 
MOORE {REV. DANIEL, of Pdddington)— (8 ) 

CHRIST IN ALL AGES. 

Or, Short Readings on the First and Second Coming of the Lord Jesus 
Christ. Crown 8vo. cloth, y- ^* 

' We have read thu book with much interest and satisfaction, a very helpful 
book, which we recommend with pleasure.' — Churchman, 

' "The book is a good one, worthy of the author's wide reputation. You rise 
from its perusal instructed, pleased, and elevated.' — Literary Chinxlnuan, 

TEMPTATION : Its Nature and Limits. 

Square fcap. Svo. cloth, ai. hd. 

' A valuable little work, full of thoughts which will go home to the heart of every 
Christian who reads it.' — Rock. 

* Plain and thoughtful.'—/^//// Bull. 

' An edifying HttTe book.' — CV/; istiau. 

THOUGHTS ON PREACHING. 

Specially in relation to the Requirements of the Age. 

Cheap Edition^ corrected and enlarged. Crown Svo. cloth, 4.?. dd. 
' The most valuable manual we have on the subject.' — Christian Rnnenihancer. 
'We should like to put this volume into the hands of all candidates for the 
ministr\', of all young clergj'men, and of many old ones too.' 

Chnrch of Entclond Magazine. 

MORTON {MRS. G. E,, Author of ' Friend in Need Papers^ fjs'c.)^ (4.) 

THE STORY OP JESUS, FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo. 12 full-page Illustrations, 3^. 6<f. 

' The authoress, in carrying out her purpose of giving the Gospel story almost in 
full, yet in such simple language as to oe readily understood by a child of four, or 
even less, has been very succe^ful, not only in choosing appropriate words, but in 
exhibiting the narrative in an agreeable and picturesque style. We think it a very 
nice book for children, and we have no doubt that very young children will appre- 
ciate it, and be interested in it.'— ^»^^i. 

PROM THE BEGINNING ; or, Stories from Genesis. 

Fcap. Svo. Illustrated, '^.td.^ 

* One of the best hooks of Bible^ stories for children that we have ever seen. 
Mothers cannot provide themselves with a better book to read to their little ones on 
Sunday. Mrs. Morton has conferred by the^ publication of her Httle work a real 
benefit on the dear children to whom she dedicates it. —Record. 

FROM EGYPT TO CANAAN. 

Fcap. Svo. cloth, with Four Illustrations and Map, 3J. ()d. 

* Couched in plain and simple terms, the book, like its predeces<H>rs, is admirable 
for teaching children the main Scripture truth.'— -CPr^/z/V. 

* Very nicely and reverently '^ttrxWtnC— Literary Churchman, 

EIGHTY YKARS AGO. 

Cheaper Edition. Crown %7'o. clotJi extra^ 3J. 6</. 

* Brings out in the course of an interesting tale the prominent features in the 
condition of society in England and France at the time of the first French Revolu- 
tion. The historic and social contrasts between the state of things in the x^o 
countries are well exhibited.' — Record* 
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NANGLB (EDWARD), the Apostle of Achill. 

A Memoir and a History. By the Rev. Henry Seddall, LL.D. 

With Introduction by the Most Rev. Lord Plunket, D.D., Bishop of Meath. 

Just publi&hed. Corwn 8vo. illustrated, 31. 6</. 

NIVEN [REV. VV,)— (3.) 

FAMILY PRAYERS FOR FOUR WEEKS. 

Chiefly on the model of the prayers of Holy Scripture. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3f . 6ti. 

* These prayers are excellent.' — Record. ^ 

' A truly thoughtful help to family devotion. The prayer>« for special occasion*; 
are most appropriate.'— /'/Vrx/Wi:. 

FAMILY READINGS ON THE PHILIPPIANS. 

Fcap. 8vo. large type, cloth, us. td, 

^ ' We should especially recommend this book to the perusal of young people, as 
it is calculated to attract their attention not only to the £pistle in question, out to 
the lessons it inculcates.' — Enf^lish Churchman, 

FAMILY READINGS ON THE THESSALONIANS. 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, \s. 6d, 

' Replete with valuable and Interesting information.' — Record. 

*£mmently well calculated for the purpose of furnishing brief instruction in 
Scripture, with suitable practical application adapted to the circumstances of a 
Christian household.' — Christian Obsen^cr. 

KOEL (Late C. M)— 

THE NAME pF JESUS, AND OTHER POEMS. 

New Edition, with Memorial Notice and Appendix. 17th Thouf^and. 
Square fcap. Bvo. cloth, 2J. 6d. ; roan limp, 5^. ; morocco, 7;. 6d. 

' A book of real poetry, and most tender and helpful piety.' — Church Bells. 

NORTHESK [Late COUNTESS OF)^ (2.) 

PRAYERS AND HYMNS for the Use of Children. 

In Two Parts. lamo. cloth, af. ; sewed, is. 

THE SHELTERING VINE.— (Selections.) 

With an Introduction by the Most Rev. R. C. Trench, D.D. 
Archbishop of Dublin, xoth Thousand. 2 vols, small 8vo. cloth, xos. 6d. 
Separately, Vol. I. 6f. ; Vol. II. (on the Loss of Friends), 4*. 6d. 

The object of this Work is to afford consolation under the various trials of mind 
and^ body to which all are exposed, by a Selection of Texts and Passages from Holv 
Scripture, and Extracts from Old and Modem Authors, in Prose and Poetry, with 
a Selection of Prayers adapted to the same. 

OSBORN (YOTTY), Author 0/ * Pickles; «tv.— 

CLIFFORD'S TRIAL ; or, the Conquest of Patience. 

Crown 8vo. Illustrated, ys. 6d, 

* A charming tale for young folks.' — Court Jonmal. 

* A capital book for a boy or {[irl, and to either it would prove of considerable 
pleasure in following this interesting story.* — Public Opinion. 

OLDtNG (MRS. WM.)-- 

MADELINE. 

Crown 8vo. 380 pages, 6s, 

' Well written throughout : atid the faith displayed by the author inspires the 
same feeling^ of confidence in tne reader. The work is dedicated to |x>rd Shaftesbury, 
whose principle of forgiveness of past sin and hope of future redemption is admirably 
illustrated in the story of " Madeline." '—Court Journal. 

* The work is written throughout wilh great pathos, and will be read with much 
interest. ' — Nonconfomtist . 
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OLDING (MRS, ]\ At^-^CMtiuued, 

MADELINE* Crown 8vo. cloth, 25, M. ; paper, 2s, 

LOTTIE. 

Being JPart II. of ' Madeline.' Crown 8vo. cloth, 9</. ; paper cover, 6d, 

LOTTIE AND MAQQIE. 

Being Parts II. and III. of ' Madeline' Crown 8vo. cloth, is. ; paper cover, 9^. 

'OLD, OLD STORY' {By the Author oj, &€,)— (9.) 

THE 'OLD, OLD STORY,* AND OTHER VERSES. 

Being a Complete Collection of the Author's Poems. Sq. fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d, 

THE « OLD, OLD STORY.' 

In Two Parts. I. The Story Wanted. II. The Story Told. 
Large-type Edition, fcap. 8vo. id. 806th Thousand. Cloth, 6d. 
Small-type Edition, ^d, 410th Thousand. 
Musical EUiition, with Author's Music for both Parts, 4to. td, 

,, Leaflet, Part I., 100 for is. 6d. 
Broadside Sheet for Cottage Walls, 2</., or 12 for is, 6d, 

BIBLE-CLASS TEACHINGS. 

8th Thousand. New and Revised Edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

'CAN THESE BONES LIVE?' 

Sunday-school Lessons for Home Missions. 2nd Thousand. i8mo. 2d. 

CONFIRMATION ; or, Thoughts for a Solemn Hour. 

Eleventh Edition. Square 24mo. id. 

HEART TO HEART. 

Hynrns. 55th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. limp cloth, is. 

HEART TO HEART, WITH AUTHOR'S MUSIC. 

Crown 4to. cloth, clear type, for the Piano, 2s. 6d, 

LOTTY'S MESSAGE. 

A Story in Verse, from Real Life. 105th Thousand. Fcap. 6vo. id. 

THE MOURNER'S CHRISTMAS. 

Fifth Edition. Square i6mo. 2d. 

Over a Million and a Half of the above Works fuvt'e been sold. 

aREILLY {MRS.)— 

KIRKE'S MILL, and other Stories. 

Author of * Phoebe's Fortune,' &c. 

Illustrated by Gordon Browne. Crown 8vo. 5*. 

ON GUARD. 

The Young Men's Friendly Society Magazine. 
1884, Vol. I. IS. 6d. and 2s. 1885, Vol. II. 2s, 

OUR TEXT BOOK. 

With Rules and Counsels for Daily Life. 

For the Use of Members and Associates of the G.F.S. 

Sc^uare 481^0. pt^per, zd. ; clot^, id, ; clgth extra, 6d^ 
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OXENDEN (RIGHT REV, BISHOP ASHTON)— (34.) 

SHORT COMMENTS on ST. MATTHEW and ST. MARK. 
For Family Worship. Crown 8vo. 3;. 6</. 

TOUCHSTONES; 

Or, Christian Graces and Characters Tested. Fcap. 8vo. or. &/. 

THE EARNEST CHURCHMAN; 

Or, Why I am a Member of the Church of England. 

xoth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. td. ; roan, 4r. 6d. ; morocco, 7;. 

SHORT LECTURES ON THE SUNDAY GOSPELS. 

Advent to Easter, x 7th Thousand. > i?^„„ a„« «c #cv . «.^«*»^,>,. •.. -,^v 
Easter to Advent. i6th Thousand, f *^^*P- ^""^^ "' ^' » morocco, 7*. each. 

Two volumei bomid in one^ roati^ js. 6d. ; morocco^ xor. 6d, 

THE PARABLES OP OUR LORD. 

35lh Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. large type, cloth, 3;. 

THE PATHWAY OF SAFETY; 
Or, Counsel to the Awakened. 

291st Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. large type, 2S, 6ti. ; roan, ^s. 6d. ; morocco, 7^. 
Cheap Edition^ small iype^ Um^y is. ; rvan^ 2s. 6d. ; morvcco^ 4^. 6d. 

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

53rd Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, large t3rpe, is. 6d, ; roan, 4^. 6d, ; mor. 7; . 
Cheap Edition^ small type ^ limp^ ir. ; roan^ is 6d,; Morocco, 4J. 6d, 

PORTRAITS FROM THE BIBLE. Two Volumes. 
Old Testament. 37th Thousand. ") t^,^ q,.^ .,. .. „, ^ . _„ . 
New Testament. 2sth Thousand. S * "^^^ ^' °- *'^°'^' ^'- ^' ^^^- 
Two volumes bound in one, roan, js. 6d, ; morocco, tos. 6tl. 

OUR CHURCH AND HER SERVICES. 

32nd Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. large type, cloth,. 2J. 6d. 

COTTAGE SERMONS; or, Plain Words to the Poor. 

1 2th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s, 6d. 

COTTAGE READINGS. ' 

7th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6a. 

THOUGHTS FOR ADVENT. 

New Edition. 8th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. js. 6d. 

THOUGHTS FOR LENT. 

8th Thousand. Square fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

DECISION. 29th Thousand. i8mo. large type, cloth, is.6d, 
CONFIRMATION; or, Are you Ready to Serve Christ? 

597th Thousand. z8mo. cloth, 6d, ; sewed, yi. ; or ar. 6d. per dozen, post free. 

COUNSELS TO THOSE V\^HO HAVE BEEN 

CONFIRMED ; or, Now is the Time to Serve Christ. 

A Sequel to ' Confirmation ; or. Are you Ready to Serve Christ?' 
;3th Thoua^d. x8mo. liiqp cloth^ is, 
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OXEN DEN {RIGHT REV, BISHOP ASHTON)^CottHnued, (35.) 
BAPTISM SIMPLY EXPLAINED. 

x8th Thousand. xBmo. limp cloth, \'s, ; sewed, 6d. 

THE LORD'S SUPPER SIMPLY EXPLAINED. 

78th Thousand. xSmo. limp cloth, is, ; sewed, (>d, 

THE EARNEST COMMUNICANT. 
A Preparation for the Lord's Table. 

Red Rubric Edition, cloth, 9s. ; roan, y, ; morocco, &c. 45. to axf. 
Common Edition. so8th Thous. xs. ; roan, us. ; morocco, &c. v. to 2x1. 

FAMILY PRAYERS FOR FOUR WEEKS. 

Tnd i:SS: '^?th Th=d: } ^-P- «- - ^- > ~-' 4X. 6d. ; mor. 7.. each. 
Two volumes boufui in onff roan, js. 6d. ; morocco, 10s. bd, 

FAMILY PRAYERS. Complete Eight Weeks. 

Very large type. Square crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. ; roan, gs. ; morocco, xzf. 

PRAYERS FOR PRIVATE USE. 

X38th Thousand. x8mo. cloth, is. ; roan, 2s. ; morocco or calf, 3^ . 

WORDS OF PEACE ; or, the Blessings and Trials of Sickness. 

77th Thousand. Square 33mo. cloth, is. 

THE HOME BEYOND; or, A Happy Old Age. 

x83rd lliousand. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. 

Bound with * Words 0/ Peace^ roan^ 5*. ; morocco^ js. 6d, 

THE PASTORAL OFFICE. 

Its Duties, Privileges, and Prospects. 4th Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

FERVENT PRAYER. 

46th Thousand. Square 33mo. cloth, is, 

GOD'S MESSAGE TO THE POOR. 

33nd Thousand. iSmo. cloth, is, 6d. 

THE LABOURING MAN'S BOOK. 

54th Thousand. i8mo. cloth, is, 6d, 

THE STORY OF RUTH. 

I X4th Thousand. x8mo. limp cloth, is, 

A PLAIN HISTORY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH. 

9th Thousand. x8mo. limp cloth, is. 

GREAT TRUTHS IN VERY PLAIN LANGUAGE. 

^7th Thousand. x8mo. limp cloth, is. 

THE BARHAM TRACTS. 

Nos. X to 49, at id, each; 25 for is, id, assorted; the 49 Nos. in packet, y. 

iFuli list on application, 

THE PLUCKLEY TRACTS. 

xst Series. — Nos. x to 33, at id, each ; 25 for is. ^d, assorted ; 

the 33 Nos. in packet, 2s, [Full list on application, 

THE PLUCKLEY TRACTS. 

2nd Series. — Nos. 34 to 67, at id. each ; 25 for is. ^. assorted ; 

the 34 Nos. in packet, 2s. \Full list on appiicatimu 

Over Two Million Copies of this Author's Works have been sold. 
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PARRY [CHARLES, Commander, R.N.)— 

MEMORIALS OF. 

By his Brother, Edward, Bishop SufTragan of Dover. 
New Edition. Crown 8vo. y. 6d. 

' The memorial of a young man who enjoyed life without abusing it, and loved 
his profession as only an Englishman can. . . . Charles Parry was a Christian 
gentleman — fearless, earnest, and devout.' — Pall Mall Gazette, 

PEEP OF DA Y' [By the Author of)— (21.) 

THE PEEP OF DAY; 
Or, A Series of the Earliest Religious Instruction. 

604th Thousand. Questions and 37 Illus. z8mo. cloth, 3J. ; roxburghe, ar. 6(1. 

Cheap Edition, Illustrated, limp clothe is. ad. 
Edition for Schools (739th Thousand^ with 34 Illustrations, i8mo. cloth, 6d. 

*«* Authorised French Edition, no Questions, i6mo. Illus. cloth, as. 6d. 

STREAKS OF LIGHT; or, Fifty-two Facts from the Bible. 

6zst Thousand. 53 Illustrations. z8mo. cloth, sx. 6d. ; roxburghe, 3;. 
Cheap Edition, Illustrated, limp cloth, is. 6d. 

LINE UPON LINE; 
Or, A Second Series of Reli^^ous Instruction. 

Part I. 333nd Thous. Questions and 30 Illus. z8mo. cloth, as. 6d. ; roxb. y. 
Part II. 356th Thous. Questions and 37 Illus. z8mo. cloth, zs, 6d, ; roxb. y. 

Cheap Editions, Illustrated, limp cloth, each is. 4^. 
Edition for Schools, 3 Parts, z8mo. Illustrated, limp cloth, gd. each. 

PRECEPT UPON PRECEPT. 

Szst Thous. Questions. 68 Illus. and Map. z8mo. cloth, as. 6d. ; roxb. y. 
Cheap Edition, Illustrated, limp cloth, is. 6d. 

APOSTLES PREACHING TO JEWS AND GENTILES; 
Or, The Acts explained to Children. 

zpth Thousand. Questions. 37 Illus. and Map. zBmo. cloth, as. 6d. ; roxb. 3^-. 

Cheap Edition, Illustrated, limp cloth, is. 4^. 

LINES LEFT OUT. 

57th Thousand. Questions and sS Illus. z8mo. cloth, as. 6d. ; roxburghe, 3^. 
Cheap Edition, Illustrated, limp cloth, is. 6d. 

THE KINGS OF ISRAEL AND JUDAH. 

25th Thousand. 37 Illustrations and Map. z8mo. cloth, as. 6d. ; roxburghe, y. 
Cheap Edition, Illustrated, limp cloth, is. 6d. 

THE CAPTIVITY OF JUDAH. With Questions. 

J 3th Thousand. 37 Illustrations and Map. z8mo. cloth, as. 6d. ; roxburghe, 3^. 
Cheap Edition, Illustrated, limp cloth, is. 6d. 

MORE ABOUT JESUS. With Questions. 

63nd Thousand. 36 Illustrations. z8mo. cloth, as. 6d, ; roxburghe, 3^. 
Cheap Edition, Illustrated, litnp cloth, is. ^d. , 

THE PEEP OF DAY SERIES. 

A Handsome Nursery Box. llie above Ten Vols. roxb. gilt edges, in box, price ys. 6d. 
Cheap School Series. The above Ten Vols, leatherette, in tox, price ais, 

THE PEEP OF DAY. 

Cheaper Drawing- Room Edition. With zz full-page Illustrations, 
printed in Colours by Marcus Ward. Imperial z6mo. cloth extra, y. 6d. 
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• PEEP OF DA K* {By the Author of)—ConHMued, (21.) 

NEAR HOME ; or, Europe Described to Children. 

With Anecdotes. New Edition (Q2nd Thousand), carefully revised. 

With 29 full-page and 79 smaller Illustrations, and Map. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, fr . 



FAR OFF. Part I.; or, Asia Described. With Anecdotes. 

New Edition (5XSI Thousand), revised. Fcap. 8vo. 54. 

With 95 small, x6 full-page, and 3 Coloured Illustrations, and Coloured Map 

FAR OFF. Part II. ; 

Or, Oceania, Africa, and America Described. With Anecdotes. 
New Edition. With over 200 Illustrations and Coloured Map. 
36th Thousand, carefully revised. Fcap. 8vo. 5^. 

LATIN WITHOUT TEARS ; or, One Word a Day. 

Square z6mo. cloth, y. 6d. 

READING WITHOUT TEARS; 

A Pleasant Mode of Learning to Read. ^ 

Part I. 66th Thousand. 520 Illustrations. z6mo. large type, cloth, 2;. M, 

Part II. a7th Thousand. 130 Illustrations. i6mo. large t>'pe, cloth, 2f. 6d, 

Complete in One Volume Itlustraied^ i6mo. cloth extra, 44. 6tf. 

READING DISENTANGLED. 

A Series of Classified Lessons in 37 Sheets. 

4X. the set plain ; mounted, js. js, coloured ; mounted, xof . 6eU 

LIGHT IN THE DWELLING ; 
Or, A Harmony of the Pour Gospels. 

With very Short and Simple Remarks, adapted to Family Reading, 
and arranged in 365 Sections for every Day in the Year. 



n 305 sections lor every JLiay m 
. Thick crown 8vo. cloth, 6*. ; 



38th Thousand. Thick crown Svo. cloth, 6f. ; calf, X4X. ; morocco, 17;. 6d. 

THE NIGHT OF TOIL ; 
Or, First Missionary Labours in the South Sea Islands. 

Seventh and Cheaper Edition, with 9 Illostrations. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 3^. 

TEACHING MYSELF; 
Or, An Abridgment of ' Reading without Tears.* 

For the Cottager. 2zst Thousand. 93 Illustrations. Square z6mo, paper, yi, 

THE ANGEL'S MESSAGE; 
Or, The Saviour made known to the Cottager. 

23nd Thousand. With 9 Illustrations. Square i6mo. paper cover, s^/. 

Over a Million and a half Copies of this Author's fVorhs have been sold, 

PILGRIM LAYS FOR THE HOMEWARD BOUND, 

And Words of Counsel and Comfort in Sunshine and Shade. 
Arranged by J. Williamson, Editor of * Hymns for the Household of Faith,' &c. 
With an Introduction by the Author of ' Chronicles of the Schunberg-Cotta Family. 
Fcap. Svo. cloth extra, gilt leaves, price 3;. (id. 

^ There is no doubt that the volume will find large acceptance in many quarters. 
The whole book breathes a truly catholic spirit, and we can cordially recommend 
\x.:—yohn BulL 

PLAIN AND PLEASANT WORDS; 

Or, Readings for Mothers' Meetings on Job and Jeremiah. 

By the Author of * Old Peter Pious,' &c. 

With other Stories. Square fcap. Svo. cloth, ax. td. 

^ * These truly excellent " Readings" are not only " plain and pleasant but aI$o 
wise and good words ; will prove exceedingly helpful.' — Motheri Tteasnry 
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PR A VERS \FAMIL Y AND PRIVA TE)— (9.) 

FAMILY PRAYERS FOR FOUR WEEKS. 
By Bishop Oxbnden and Rev. C. H. Ramsden. 

Two volumes bound tn oney roauy js, 6d. ; tfioroccOy los. 6d, 
Very large-type Edition. Complete Eight Weeks. 
Square crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. ; roan, gs. ; morocco, X2«. 

PRAYERS FOR PRIVATE USE. 
By Bishop Oxenden. 
X38th Thousand. x8mo. cloth, is. ; roan, u. ; calf or morocco, 3;. 

FAMILY PRAYERS FOR FOUR WEEKS, 

Chiefly on the model of the Prayers of Holy Scripture. 
By the Rev. W. Niven, B.D. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2*. 6d, 

FAMILY PRAYERS. 

By the late Henry Thornton. Esq. M.P. Fiftieth Edition.' 
xamo. cloth, 3^. ; morocco, 7^. 6d. 

FAMILY PRAYERS. 

By the late W. Wilber force, Esq. Edited by his Son. Eleventh Edition. 
Fcap. Svo. sewed, is. 6d. 

PRAYERS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

By Mrs. Goodwin Hatch ard. Third and Cheaper Edit. x8mo. limp cloth, is. 



A FORM OF PRAYERS. 

Selected and Cc 
Young Persons. 



Selected and Composed for the Use of a Family principally consisting of 
Fifteenth Edition. x2mo. 2s. 6d. 



A MANUAL FOR CHRISTIAN SCHOOLBOYS. 

Containing Short Counsels and Prayers for Private Use. 
By the Rev. C. H. Ramsden, of Chilham, Csmterbury. 
Tenth Edition, enlarged, 33mo. is. ; roan, as, ; morocco, 3^. Cheap EditioHy 6<f. 

PRAYERS AND HYMNS for the Use of Children. 

By the late Countess of Northesk. In Two Parts. x2mo. as. ; sewed, is. 

R, C. L. B. [By)— 

TEXTS MISQUOTED AND MISAPPLIED. 

With Preface by the Bishop of Liverpool. x8mo. cloth bevelled, is. 6d. 

' An interesting little book.' — Clergy man* s Magazine. * Ya\vL2ih\^.'— Record. 

* We would wLsh that it were put into the hands of many students of Scripture. 

Literary Churchman, 

RAMSDEN (REV, C. H.)— (2.) 

A MANUAL FOR CHRISTIAN SCHOOLBOYS. 

Containing Short Counsels arid Prayers for Private Use. 

Tenth Edition, enlarged, 32mo. is. ; roan, 2*. ; morocco, 3*. Cheap Edit ion ^ 6d. 

' An admirable little companion for intelligent and thoughtful lads. The advice 
given is excellent throughout, and it is so expressed as to attract attention.' 

Revieto* 

APOSTOLIC TIMES AND THEIR LESSONS. 

Being a Commentary on the Acts of the Apostles for Family Use. 
With Commendatory Notice by Bishop Oxbnden. 
X 2 vols, crown Svo, cloth antique, 2j. 6d. each. 

* Judicious, practical, and evangelical.'— ^«r Own Fireside, 
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RAWNSLEY [REV, R. DRUMMOND)^ (2.) 

CHRISTIAN EXHORTATION; 

Sermons Preached in Country Churches. I'hinl Series. Sq. fcap. 8vo. 5«. 

* Plain and sensible sermons.' — Guardian. 

* Carefully considered, practical, and earnest sermons.' — fohn Bull, 

SERMONS, CHIEFLY CATECHETICAL. 

zamo. cloth, 5f. ttd. 

All his other Works are out of print, 

RIPON [RT, REV, W, BOYD CARPENTER, LORD BISHOP OF)-^ 

HEART HEALING. 

tSmo. paper cover, zs. 

' One of the best and simplest statements of Gospel truth we have seen. 

Our Own Fireside, 
ROSS [LADY MARY)— 

GRANNY'S CHAPTERS (on Scriptural Subjects). 

New Edition. Four Volumes. Crown 8vo. cloth, each ss. 

Vol. I. Creation TO Joshua. I Vol. III. Death of Ahab to Herod the Great 

„ II. Joshua to Death op Ahab. | „ IV. New Testament. 

'Other Grandmammas may like to give to their children's children these in- 
estine Chapters, which have been work* '" ' *^ ' 

manner oy Lady Mary Ross.' — Christian. 



terestine Chapters, which have been worked out in such a pleasant and painstaking 
bl ' 



SCOTT [REV. F. J., late of Tewkesbury)— 
THE LIGHT OF LIFE. Sermons. 

Just published. ^ Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d, 

* Clear, concise, and well calculated to reach the hearts of the hearers.' 

Christian, 
SE AFIELD (THE COUNTESS OF)— 

HARRY ADAIR AND HIS BLIND MOTHER. 

i6mo. doth, is. 6d. 

SEDDALL (REV HENRY)— (2.) 

THE MISSIONARY HISTORY OF SIERRA LEONE. 

Square fcap. 8vo. with Map, y, 6d. 

' A very full and most satisfactory account of missionary work in a country that 
has been most aptly described as the grave of £uropeans.'<--6'//zffi^n/. 

EDWARD NANGLE : the Apostle of AchiU. 

A Memoir and a History. Crown 8vo. illustrated, price 3^. 6d, 

With an Introduction by the Most Rev. Lord Plunkbt, D.D., Bishop of Meath. 

SENILIS (By)— 

PINACE^. 

A Handbook of the Firs and Pines. By Senilis. 8vo. cloth, 5^. 

* In the portion of the book devoted to cultivation, which is af^er all the most 
important section, there is much that is useful and interesting.' — Field. 

* This is eminently a practical treatise, yet handling the subject in a thoroughly 
scientific manner.' — The Press. 

SHERWOOD (MRS.)— 

THE HISTORY OF THE FAIRCHILD FAMILY. 

Original Edition, in 3 volumes, z2mo. cloth, each, 3;. 6d. 

STEBBING (GRACE)— 

AMONG THE CAI^BONARI. 

The Adventures of Peyton Phelps with the Secret Society. 
A Book for Boys. 8vo. illustrated, 3;. 6d. 
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STORIES FOR OUR GIRLS. 

Edited by M. £. Townsend. 3 vols. fcap. 8vo. each is. 6d. 

STORIES FOR OUR VILLAGE. 

By E. M. L. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, i*. 6d. 
Esther Tregrarthen's Faith. How John M errivale Chose his Wife. 
Dame Kreutchen's Geese. 

S TO WELL [Late REV. HUGH, Canon of Chester)— - 

A MODEL FOR MEN OF BUSINESS. 

lectures on the Character of Nehemiah. 
Fourth Edition. Square crown 8vo. 3^. 6d. 

STURGE [CATHARINE)— 

A DIURNAL ; for the Chances and Changes of this Mortal Life. 

z6mo. cloth, 2f. 6d. 

* The venr best little book that we know of containing highly-expressed, 
striking, useful thought and sentiment. The extracts are well chosen, and are of 
a high class, and yet simple, beautiful, and striking, such as may meet diurnal 
necessaries.' — Christian. 

TANNER (REV. JAMES GOSSETT)— 

THE CHURCH IN THE CHERUBIM ; 

Or, The Glory of the Saints. Square fcap. 8vo. cloth antique, 5^. 

* A very important monog^ph, ripe, scholarly, and deeply devotional.' 

ClerrymatCs Magazine. 
TEMPLE [CRONA)— (3.) 

ROYAL CAPTIVES. 

With Frontispiece. Second and Clieap Edition. Crown %zto. cloth extra^ 3*. 6</. 
Alio in % Separate Parts^ limp clothy is. each. 

I. Caractacus. a. Robert of Normandy. 3. Tuana. Queen of Spain. 
4. The Last of the Incas. 5. The Lady Eliiabeth. 

* One of the best boys' and girls' books we ever read.' — Graphic. 

' These brief tales, of course, do not admit of much constructive display, yet in 
them the author exhibits qualifications of unusual excellence.' — Morning Post. 

SEED TO THE SOWER. 

A Sunday Book for the Young. 

55 Stories and Lessons founded on the Collects, Epistles, and Gospels. Cr. Svo. 5f. 

* One of the best Sunday volumes we have seen.' — Fireside. 
TRUEHEARTED. 

A Tale. Crown Svo. cloth extra, with Frontispiece, 5^. 

' For an intelligent girl a more suitable book cannot be found.' — Graphic. 

THAT CHILD. 

By the Author of * The Atelier du Lys,' * Mdlle. Mori,' &c. 
Illustrated by Gordon Browne. Crown Svo. 5;. 

THORN [ISM A Y)— 

SPIN AND PODGIE. 

Author of ' Pinafore Days,' &c. Square crown Svo. Illustrated, 2J. 6</. . 

THORNHILL [MARK, ESQ.)— 

THE CLERGY AND VIVISECTION. 

Crown Svo. cloth, «. ; sewed, i*. 6d. 

THORNTON [Late HENRY, M.P.)— 

FAMILY PRAYERS FOR A MONTH. 

Fiftieth Edition. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 3^. ; morocco, 7^. 6d. 
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THORNTON {The late REV, WILLIAM, M,A.)— 

WEAPONS OF CHRISTIAN WARFARE. Sermons. 

With Preface by Rev. B. A. Smith, M.A., Rector of Crayford. 
Just published. Crown 8vo. (a, 

THOUGHTS FOR THE SICK. With Prayers and Hymns. 
By A. L. M. With Preface by M. E. Townsbnd. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth, \s. 6d. ; paper cover, is. 

' Tender, symi^thetic, and remarkably real : will be found excellent for occasional 
use in parish ministrations.' — Literary Churvkfnatt. 

* Very clear, simple, and suggestive, and the book is adtogether one that will 
provide light and comfort by the way.* — Christian Treasury, 

TOWN SEND (M, E,)— (7.) 

BIRDIE'S BONNET, AND OTHER STORIES. 

Just published. Square fcap. 8vo. is, 

MAIDENS OF SCRIPTURE. 

x6mo. paper, is.\ cloth, is. 6d. 

* Simply, thoughtfully, and affectionately written.' — Record, 

*■ A charming little book : the young maidens of the present day cannot do better 
than study and take to heart the characters as they are here briefly painted, with 
all the grace of which the talented authoress is so complete a mistress.' 

Church Times. 
LINKS OF GOLD; 
Or, Thoughts on the Prayers of the Bible. Crown Bvo. limp, is. 6d. 

* A most instructive little volume, and a good aid to devotion.' 

Christian Obsenter. 
'A small work of considerable 'interest. It is a collection — complete so far as 
we' can judge — of all the prayers in the Bible, both Old and New Testaments.' 

Christian. 

HEART AND HOME SONGS : 

Original and Selected. Dedicated to our Working Men, Women, and Children. 
Bijou Edit. Fcap. Bvo. cloth, gilt, yf. 6d. ; roan, 6s. 6d. ; morocco, &c. 9^. to 21X. 
Cheap Edition for Working People. Fcap. 8vo. limp, is. 6d. 
Also set-to Music by D'Arcv Ferris, fcap. Svo. cloth, zr. 
Music only, sewed, 4^. 

' Copious, yet choice, containing poems, old and new.' — Guardian. 

' An admirable book for use at Penny Readings.' — HoniiHst. 

' A most useful volume, welcome especially to the sons and daughters of toil.' 

Hand and Heart. 

PRAYERS AND MEDITATIONS FOR PRIVATE USE, 

From Holy Scripture. With Introduction by the late Rev. T. V. Fosberv, M.A. 
Small crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. 

* An unusually beautiful compilation.' — Literary Churchman. 

THOUGHTS FOR THE WORKERS. 

Crown Svo. sewed, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

' A comforting little book of counsel and encouragement for all who are striving 
to serve the Lord in their several stations.' — Literary Churchman. 

' A series of practical reflections on suitable subjects, which may be commended 
especially to the attention of teachers and district visitors.' — Queen. 

THOUGHTS ON THE MARRIAGE SERVICE. 

z6mo. sewed, 6d. ; cloth, is. ; white cloth, gilt, is. 6d. 

* A charming little book, and can hardly fail to do good to any girl.' — ChurchBells. 

' Written in a very plain and almost colloquial style, but entering into the sub- 
ject with a minuteness of detail which proves it to be the oflfspring of a good deal of 
observation and reflection'— CV/z/n-A Review, 



32 Works Published by Messrs. Hatchard, 



TYTLER (MISS CHRISTINA ERASER)-- 
A ROSE AND A PEARL. 

Cheaper Edition^ cnrwn Zvo. with Frontispiece^ cloth^ y. 6d. 
' The scenes and situations are well conceived and well brought out : there is a 
delicate and pleasuint savour of sentiment throughout : there is a chastening but not 
depressing religious spirit.' — Illustrated London Ncufs, 

TYTLER (MISS ANN ERASER)— (5.) 
LEILA; or, the Island. 

Twelfth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. with Illustrations, cloth, 3^. 6d, 

LEILA AT HOME. 

A Continuation of ' Leila in England.' 

Tenth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. with Illustrations, cloth, 3^. &/. 

MARY AND FLORENCE ; or, Grave and Gay. 

Sixteenth Edition. Fca^. 8vo. with Illustrations, cloth, ys. 6d. 

MARY AND FLORENCE AT SIXTEEN. 

Seventh Edition. Fcap. Svo. with Illustrations, cloth, 3^. 6d. 

* Excellent. Especially valuable for their religious spmt.'^Quarterly Revie^v, 

COMMON SENSE FOR HOUSEMAIDS. 

Sixth Edition, corrected, xamo. limp cloth, xx. 6rf. 

^ ' A book which every housemaid should carry about with her, and read in ker 
leisure moments.' — Women and Work, 

TYTLER (MISS MARGARET ERASER)— 

THE WOODEN WALLS OF OLD ENGLAND; 

Or, Lives of Celebrated Admirals. 

Lord Rodney, Earls Howe and St. Vincent^ Lords de Saumarez, Nelson, 
and Collingwood, Sir Sydney Smith, and Viscount Lxmouth. 
New Edition. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 3;. 6d, 

VAUGHAN (REV. JAMES, M.A,)— 

THE SPIRITUAL LIFE: its Helps and Hindrances. 

Third Edition. Crown Svo. sewed, 4d, ; cloth, red edges, Sd. 

* Simple, and full of useful practical advice. Prebendaiy Vaughan brings out 
sound Cnurch teaching in a way which many of his school of thought fail to do.* 

Church Bells. 

WAINWRIGHT (REV. SAMUEL)— (3.) 

TRAVELLERS' TALK ON ENGLAND'S CRISIS. 

Crown Svo. 5^ . 

* A valuable book, and will well repay careful study. Sparkling with apt illus- 
tration and happY epigram, these suggestive discussions will make many pause to 
think. Although it can be profitably dipped into at odd moments, it is most certainly 
one of those b^ks that " are to be read." Almost every page bears evidence Oi 
wide study and deep thought.' — Record. 

* The various characters are drawn with much acuteness and perception 

We would end this brief notice of this powerfully written book by a repeatal of the 
wish that each of our senators, hereditary or representative, would read^ and profit 
by its experienced wisdom, enlightened teachings, and most timely cautions.' 

English Churchman. 

' A really enjoyable book, recalling the days of our youth and the novels of 
Mrs, RaAc\Lf[e:—Mortting Post. 
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IVA/NWRIGHT (REV, SAMUEL),— Cotitinued, (3.) 

MODERN AVERNUS (THE). 
The Descent of England. How Far? 

A Question for Parliament and the Constituencies. By Junius Junior. 
lliurd Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth antique, ts. 

' A remarkable book, and a startling one. ... A book which every effort should 
be made to circulate, and which should especially be placed in public libraries, and 
the libraries of institutions frequented by the working classes and the general body 
of electors.' — Christian Advocate, 

CHRISTIAN CERTAINTY. 8vo. cloth, loj. 6d, 

' ** A Synopsis of the Christian Evidences " would be no untrue title for this work. 
It brings together and presents in one view such an accumulation of proofs of the 
truth of the Bible as we never remember to have met with before.' 

ChrisHan Obserz>er, 

WEBER {MISS A.)— 

HESTER TRACY. A Story. 

Crown 8vo. Illustrated, 3^. 6d. 

WELLAND {The late REV, JOSEPH)— 

DAILY BREAD, and other Sermons. 

Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d, 

XV HAT ELY {MISS E, J.)— (6.) 

THOUGHTS ON SICKNESS. 

i6mo. paper cover, price 6d, ; cloth, js. 

CHRISTIAN LIFE AND CHRISTIAN PROGRESS. 

Part I. Evangelical Teaching. Crown Bvo. js, 
II. The Three Caskets, &c. Crown Bvo. 2f. 6d. 

MAUDE ; or, The Anglican Sister of Mercy. 

New Cheap Edition, x6mo. paper, \s. 

PLYMOUTH BRETHRENISM. 

Fourth Edition, with Additions. z6mo. cloth, xs. 6d, ; paper, xs. 

'Admirable. .... The errors are calmly and clearly pointed out, and ably 
refuted.' — Rock, 

THE LOOKER-ON. 

Sketches of Sunday-school Teaching at Home and Abroad. 
T6mo. cloth, IS, 6a, ; paper cover, is, 

WHITE CROSS SERIES, THE {For Men only)— id. each. 

1. AN ADDRESS TO THE MEMBERS of the WHITE CROSS ARMY. 

By the Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Durham. 

2. THE WHITE CROSS ARMY; 

A Statement of the Bishop of Durham's Movement. By Ellice Hopkins. 

3. PER ANOU8TA AD AUGUSTA. By J. E. H. 

4. TRUE MANLINESS. By J. E. H. 

5. MAN AND WOMAN ; or, The Christian IdeaL By Ellice Hopkins. 

6. WILD OATS, OR ACORNS? By J. E. H. 

7. THE RIDE OP DEATH. By Ellice Hopkins. 

8. THE BLACK ANCHOR. By Ellice Hopkins. 

9. THE BRITISH ZULU. By Ellice Hopkins. 

10. GOD'S GREAT GIFT OF SPEECH ABUSED. By Ellice Hopkins. 
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WHITE CROSS SERIES, THE [For Men only)'-Continue4^ 
U. WHAT CAN WE DO ? By Ellick Hopkins. 

12. LITTLE KINDNESSES. By Ellicb Hopkins. 

13. THE CROCODILE AND THE LITTLE BIRDS. By Ellice Hopkins. 

14. ENGLAND'S LAW FOR WOMEN AND CHILDREN. 

By Ellice Hopkins. 

15. THE MAN WITH THE DRAWN SWORD. By Ellice Hopkins. 

17. A STRANGE COMPANION. By the Rev. George Everard. 

18. PURITY: THE GUARD OP MANHOOD. A Confinnation Paper. 

ai/. \. fifty at half price. 

19. DAMAGED PEARLS : An Appeal to Working Men. By Ellice Hopkins. 
aO. BLOOD^UILTINESS. By Rev. J. W. Horsley. 

21. THE PURITY MOVEMENT : Cannot we use Existing Organizations ? 

22. THE STANDARD OP THE WHITE CROSS: DoweNeedit? a</.each. 

23. BURIED SEED. By Ellice Hopkins. 

24. SAVED AT LAST ? By Ellice Hopkins. 

25. A HOMELY TALK ON THE NEW LAW FOR THE PROTECTION 

OF GIRLS. By Ellice Hopkins. 

Price xd. each. Fifty or more Copies of each at half>price, direct from the Publishers. 
SHORTER PAPERS, J^., or 4^. a-dozen. 



Lost in QnlckBand. 
Is it Natural? 
Moral Money-Cllppera. 
Wlio Holds the Rope ? 
Rollinar Away the feitone. 
Tonchmg Pitch. 



The Defaced Image Restored. 
My Little Sister. 
Ten Reasons Why I Should Join. 
Power to Let. 
A White Cross Appeal. 
By Rev. Professor Charteris, D.D. 



LEAFLETS. 
* The Temple of the Eternal. ' Address to the Members. 



By the Bishop op Durham. 
* A Practical Suggestion. 
By Ellice Hopkins. 



* The Devil's Chain. 

* Saved by Fire. 
t The Cracked Coin. 

* 4^. per dozen or u. per hundred. t a//, per dozen or x«. per hundred. 

Nearly Ha(fa Milium Copies of this Series have been sold, 

WHITLOCK {REV, G. S., M,A,)— 

GUIDE TO THE HOLY COMMUNION ; 

Or, The Communion Office considered Historically and Devotionally. 

With Questions and Glossary. z6mo. cloth, zs. 6d. ; paper cover, \s, 

' We very heartily welcome this book, which we have carefully read, and we think 
the writer has<well executed the task he has undertaken. l*he information is given 
in a simple and instructive manner, and the book is one which we can heartily 
recommend the Sunday-school Teacher to give to a boy or girl after confirmation.'— 
Church of England Sunday School Magazine, 

WILBERFORCE (BISHOP SAMUEL)— 
FOUR SERMONS, 

Preached before Her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen in 184 1 and 1842. 
Published by Command. Third Edition, reap. 8vo. cloth, 4/. 

WORDS WOR TH (MISS E. )— (5. ) 

THIS WORK-A-DAY WORLD; 

Or, Thoughts for Busy People. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, %s. 6</. 

* Written in a most interesting fashion, full of anecdote and H propos recollec- 
tions. This book would make an admirable gift for servants and young people of 
every class, and should be found useful for reading aloud at Sunday School and for 
home teaching.' — Review, 
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WORDSWORTH (MISS E.)—C<mtinued. (4.) 

SHORT WORDS FOR LONG EVENINGS. 

A Book for Mothers' Meetings, Cottage Homes, &c. 
7th Thousand. i8mo. is. 6d, 

* Deep, poetical, and sometimes quaint thought, simply expressed, which renders 
it in our eyes a remarkable book/ — Guardian, • 

THOUGHTS FOR THE CHIMNEY-CORNER. 

For Cottage Homes, Mothers' Meetings, &c. 
9th Thousand. x8mo. is. 6d. 

* One of the most delightful books we have come zctoss.*—John Bull. 

' These taost useful and well-expressed " Thoughts " may be read with interest 
and profit at all our firesides, and are especially well adapted for reading aloud at 
mothers' meetings. Very cordially do we recommend it.' — Mother^ Treitsury, 

AN EMPTY HOUSE. (A Temperance Tale.) 

i8mo. cloth, price is. ; sewed, 6d, 

' Of deep and tragic interest, and told with much literary grace and power.' — 
CArtstiatt. 

* A touching little story.' — Roci. 

IN DOORS AND OUT. (Poems.) 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, price as. 6d. 

* Charmingly playful and tender ; all, without exception, give evidence of a pure 
taste and great rdinement of mind.' — GttardioH. 

WORK AND LEISURE: 

The Eniflishwoman's Advertiser, Reporter, and Gazette. 

Edited by L. M. H. 

Published Monthly. Demy 8vo. 40 pp. Price yl. 

(Annual Subscription, 3^. 6d. post free.) 

Vol. IX. (1884-5), 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. Vol. X. (1884-5), 8vo. doth, 3*. 6d, 

Reviews topics of interest to women, affords information upon all subjects of 
interest to them, or which bear upon their welfare. Chronicles iiew openings of 
remunerative employment, and of all occupations open to them,' both paid and 
unpaid. Special facilities are afforded for advertisements. 

' There is certainly no more useful and informing periodical respecting woman's 
work, and where to obtain employment, than this Gazette.' — Ladies* Treasury. 

WORKING LADIES' GUILD. 

Explanatory Report. Square fcap. 8vo. sewed, 6</. ; post free, (\d. 

WRIGHTSON [REV. W. G.)— 

CONDENSED CONFIRMATION ADDRESSES. 

i6mo. cloth, IS, 

' Should be found most useful by the clergy and by all who have anything to do 
with the preparation of candidates for conftnaaition.'—'EcclesiasiKal Gazette. 

YOUNG MEN'S FRIENDLY SOCIETY PUBLICATIONS— (11.) 

YOUNG MEN'S FRIENDLY SOCIETY RULES AND 
REGULATIONS. 49th Thousand. Price i</. 

A FEW WORDS TO YOUNG MEN ABOUT THE 

SOCIETY. Leaflet No. z. Price 6d. per dozen. 

MORNING AND EVENING PRAYER -CARD. 

Leaflet No. 3. Price z</., or 9</. per dozen. 
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YOUNG AfF.VS FRIENDL Y SOCIETY PUBLIC A TIONS—Contd, (11.) 

BE STRONG: AN ADDRESS TO MEMBERS OF THB 
Y. M. P. S. Leaflet No. 3. Price \d. each. 

HYMN FOR MEMBERS OF THE Y. M. F. S. 

Leaflet No. 4. Price 2</, per dozen ; \s. iper zoo. 

A FEW WORDS TO Y. M. F. S. MEMBERS. 

By the late Archbishop of Canterbury. Leaflet No. 5. xs. per dozen. 

WHAT IS THE YOUNG MEN'S FRIENDLY SOCIETY ? 

Leaflet No. 6. Price \d, 

ADDRESS TO YOUNG MEN ABOUT TO FORM A 

BRANCH By Lord Brabazon. Leaflet No. 7. 

AFFILIATION. Leaflet No. 8. Price 6</. a-dozen. 

FIFTH LIST OF BRANCHES AND ASSOCIATES OF 
THE Y. M. P. S. 

Crown 8vo. Price 6d, 

DAILY COUNSELS. 

A Card printed in Red and Black for hanging up. Price 2d. each ; xs. 6d. per doz. 

THE WORK OF THE Y.M.F.S. IN COUNTRY DISTRICTS. 
By the Rev. C. R. Ferguson Davib. 
Read at the Annual Gathering of the Y.M.F.S. on June 28, 1883. Price od. 

HYMN (FOR MEETINGS OF Y. M. F. S.). 
With Music. Price xd. 




Cfie (Sirl0' iFricnDIp ©ocietp. 



Fablications recommended by the Central Council, 

but not Issued by them. 



1. THOUGHTS ON THE MARRIAGE SERVICE. 

By M. E. TowNSEND. 

Paper cover, 6d. ; cl. ix. ; white cl. gilt (for Wedding Presents), is. 6d, 

2. MAIDENS OF SCRIPTURE. By the same Author. 

3rd Thousand. i6mo. clqlh, ix. 6d. ; paper cover, ix. 

8. MODEST MAIDENS. By the same Author. 1 6th Thousand. 
48mo. id. ; or 6d, per dozen. 

4. DAUGHTERS AT HOME. By the same Author. 

Uniform with 'Modest Maidens.' 9th Thousand. 48mo. id., or 6d. doz. 

5. LOYAL MAIDENS. By the same Author. 

Uniform with ' Daughters at Home,' and ' Modest Maidens.' 
id. . or 6d, doz. 

6. THOUGHTS FOR THE WORKERS. By the same Author 

Sewed, ix. ; cloth, ix. 6d. 

7. THE GIRLS' BOOK OF PRAYERS AND HYMNS. 

By the same Author. 38th Thousand. 
Fcap. 8vo. in wrapper, ad. ; cloth limp, 6d, 

8. FRIENDLY WORDS FOR OUR GIRLS. 1 6th Thousand. 

By Lady Baker (Amy Marryat). 
Square fcap. 8yo. limp, ix. 6d. ; paper, ix. 

9. HALF HOURS WITH MY GIRLS. First Series. 

Being 26 Readings for Sundays. By the same Author. 
SmaU crown 8vo. cloth extra, 2x. 6d. 

10. MORE HALF HOURS. 2nd Series. 2s.6d. By the same Author. 

11. STORIES FOR GIRLS AND THEIR PARENTS. 

By Hon. Lady Grey. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, ix. 6d. 

12. THOUGHTS ON THE HOLY COMMUNION. 

By A. L. M. 18th Thousand, id. 

13. THOUGHTS ON CONFIRMATION. By the same Author. 

7th Thousand, ad. 

U. THOUGHTS FOR THE SICK. By the same Author. 
Fcap. 8vo. limp, ix. 6d. ; paper, ix. 

15. WORK, AND HOW TO DO IT. 

Edited by Mrs. }erome Mercier. i6mo. ax. 6d, 

16. G. F. S.: WHAT DOES IT MEAN? By Miss Hawk sley. 

Sewed, 9^/. 

17. HINTS ON THE WORK OF THE G. F. S. IN 

COUNTRY PARISHES. By Lady Knightley. id. 

18. ADDRESSES on the AIMS and OBJECTS of the G.F.S. 

Delivered in the Diocese of Peterboro' by Mrs. Townsend and 
others. 6d. 

HATCHABDS, PUBLISHERS, 187 PICCADILLY. 
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Publications Issued by the Central Council. 



The OlrlS* Vrlendlj' SoeietJ. Revised Edit. 33rd Thous. Price ^d, ; by post, n^ 

The Censtltntion of the O* V* S. Price 6</. ; post free, 6)^. 

Xaport of tlM IVork ftad Frogreoo of tke 0« 7. S. for 1SS4. Price ix. 

The VatioBAl Climimetor of the CMrls' VHonaijr Soeietj'. Read at a 
Meeting of the G. F. S. at the Mansion House, June 2TSt, 1889. By M. E. Townsbnd. 
Price 2<. td. per 100. 

The ITeed fbr the Olrls* Vriendly SooletJ. Price \d, each, or \od, per dozen. 

JL VrlendlT Ibettar to Vattaevs and Kotbera. By M. E. Townsbnd. 
Price vd» each, or xoeU per doz. 

JL Vow IRTordS to AaooelatOS. By M. E. Townsbnd. soth Thousand. Price \d. 

JL IVord to Hob* Assoelatoa* By M. E. Townsbnd. Price 4^. per doz. or %», 6d, per zoo. 

JL mrord to tifto CMrls about ttao Sooletr. No. I. By M. E. Townsbnd. 

zaist Thoos. Old Edition. Clear type. Suitable for Country Members. 41/. per doc 

JL Word to tho Olrls about tbe BooletJ* No. II. By M. E. Townsbnd. 
154th Thousand. Fuller Details. Smaller type. 41/. per dosen. 

-Our Olrl mrorkersi "Wliat ean tbe O.V.S. be to Tbemf 

By M. E. Townsbnd. Price $d. per dozen. 

Jka A|»peal to BKlstresses of Blementary Sebools ttovi tbe O.V.S. 

Price 9d, i 12S, 6d, per ica 
JL VMendly Ibetter to Pupil Teaebers. By M. E. Townsbnd. Price 6€L per doz. 

JL VMendly Xetter to BCietroMies of Zlementary Soboole. 

By M. £. Townsbnd. 6d. per doz. 

^hie Olrls* VMendljr Soeletj' and tbe Olrls* Bobools of BnfflaBd. 

Addressed to Head Mistresses. Price 2d, each, or m. 9d. per doz. 

0« V< B. Candidates* Ssrmn. Set to Music by F. Townsbnd. 
Price id, ; or 6d, per dozen. 

Vrlendly Xettem to Tounf mromen In Business. 

Reprinted by request from Frundly Work, Price %d, each, or if. %d. per doz. 

Tbe Olrls* Vrlendly Boeiety fbr Members in Business. 

By M. E. Townsbnd. Price bd. per doz. 

A Vow Words to Tounv Women in Business. By M. E. Townsbnd. 

4th Thousand. »£. 

Mend^ abetters to Members in Mills and Manulbetories. 
By Mrs. Pakkbr. Reprinted from Friendly Leaves. Price 4^^. each. 

A Tear's IRTork amonfst Taetory Members. By Mrs. Parkbk. Price ^d. 

Bnnro^tions fi»r Meetings of Bmployers in Factory Bistriets. 

Price 3</. per doz. ; u. td, per xoo. 

3bealletf for use at Meetings of Employers in Factory Districts. 
Price 3</. per doz. ; \t, 6d, per xoo. 

UTanted a Flaee. A Letter to G. F. S. Members. By M. E. Townsbnd. 
Reprinted firom Friendly Leaves, 6d, per dozen. 

JL Triendly better about Commendation. By M. E. Townsbnd. 
Repnnted from Friendly Leaves, 6d. per dozen. 
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Publications Issued by the Central Council (Continued). 
Pimotteal SiMTf estlons for tlio Use of Asoooiatos 

For the Department for G. F. S. Candidates from Workhouses and Orphanages. 
Price 9tf. each, or lu. 6d. per zoo. 

mrorklftoiuo Olrlsi "Vrhat oan we Bo ftor Tliomt By Mrs. Murray. Price i<^. 

Boot and CliaBf o of Air for mroarled or AUIaf Membom. Price z</. 

Thrllti and Kelp In Bieknoss. By Lady Knightlby. Price ^, doz. or zx. &/. per zoo. 

Information for Bmlyrants. Price z</., or so for it, 

Sbettom on Bmlirratlon. No. III. By the Hon. Mrs. Joyce. 
Reprinted firom FrUndly Work, Price za. 

Indnstrlal IRTork In tbo O* V* B. By Anns Mercibr. 9d, each, or z«. &£. per doz. 

Tho O. V. 8. Home Almanack for 1S86. A Sheet Ahnanack (with Illustmtions 
for hanging on the Wall). Price vd, ; post free, \\i, 

VotlOO Cards of tko Olrls* Friendly BoeletJ'. For hanginp; up in Work 
Rooms and Waiting Rooms, &c. Xarge size, with picture of the Sunnin^hill Home of 
Rest (19 in. by in in.). ^, each, or jf. &/. per dozen. Small size (z4| m. by 9I in.), 
yi, each, <x 2s, 6d, per dozen. 

Berlptnre &nles and Connsele for Bally 3blfe« 

For G. F. S. Members and Associates. 

1. Folded Card. z6mo. printed in Red and Black. Price zx. per doz. 

3. Large Card (za in. by zo), to hang up, printed in Red and Black, ad, each ; zx. 6d, doz. 

Onr TertwBooka For the use of Members and Associates of the G. F. S. 

Containing the Texts from the G.F.S. Almanack for Z883, with the Rules and Counsels for 
Daily Life. Paper, 2d. ; linen, 4d. ; cloth gilt, 6d. 

Vorm of Bpeolal Servloe fbr FestlTala. 

Sanctioned by His Gka( b the Archbishop or Cantbrbusy and His Grace the 
Archbishop of York. 33rd Thousand, id. 

True Friends Help Baell Other. Leaflet Hynm. By Lady Baker (Amy Marryat). 
For Use at Festivals of the G. F. S. 47th Thousand, xx. per zoo. 

Frayors and Hymns fbr a Biteetlnff of Bitombars. 8th Thous. 9d. each. 

BIttO (in Welsh), ad. each. 

Bjrmns and Bonfs for O. V. B. VestlTals* 4te« By Lady Baker. 

and Thousand. Sewed, ad. Nos. z, a, 3, 4, ax, 34, as LeafleU, price is, per xoo. 

Tbe Olrls of Bnclandi A Battle Call. 

Poem by F. B. Money Coutts, Esq. Leaflet, 4d, per doc 

Stories for onr Olrls. Edited by M. £. Townsbnd. 

New Cheap Edition, complete in Two Vols. z6mo. limp cloth, each u, 6d, 
Numbers, yl, each ; 35 Copies assorted of those in pnnt for 4^. 6d, 

N.B.— The above canmot bb supplied post febb. 



Cbe Girls' iTrienWp ^cietp. 



G. F. S. MAGAZINES. 

FRIENDLY LEAVES. 

One Penny Monthly, 24 pp. fcap. 4to. Illustrated. 50,000 printed monthly. 

Edited by E. Keary. 



Terms of Subscription for a Year^ including postage, payable in advance : — 



One copy . . . . ts. 6d. 

Two copies . . .. y. od. 

Three „ 41. od. 

Four „ . . . . 5f . 6d. 



Five copies . . . . 7*. od. 

Six „ .. .. Zs.od. 

Seven ,, .. .. 9^. 6d. 

Eight ,t .. xif. od. 



Nine copies .. 12s. od. 

Ten „ . . jjs. 6d. 

Eleven „ ..15^. od. 

Twelve,, .. x6s. od. 



1877 yd. papgr^ If. 6d. ; cloth, «.— 1878, paper^ ax. ; cloth, zf. 6^.-1880-84, cloth, 2*. 6d. 



FRIENDLY WORK. G. F. S. Magazine. 

For onr Elder Members, Members in Business, &c. 
Edited by M. E. Townsend. 
z6 pages. Price \d. Monthly ; post free, x\d. 



THE G. F. S. ASSOCIATES' JOURNAL AND 

ADVERTISER. 

12 pages 4to. Price One Penny Monthly. 

Edited by Mrs. W. Awdry. 



SUPPLEMENT TO THE G. F. S. ASSOCIATES* 

JOURNAL AND ADVERTISER. 

Containing Advertisements for Situations Wanted and Vacant. 
Published on the zsth of the Month. Price One Penny. 

Advertisements to he sent to the Secretary, 3 Victoria Mansions, Victoria St., Westminster, S. W 

for the G. F. S. Associates' Journal and Advertiser by the a^th of the month, 

for the Supplement by the lath of the month. 



SPECIAL NUMBER OF THE ASSOCIATES' 

JOURNAL AND ADVERTISER. 

Published in August, containing full Report of Anniversary Service and Meetings* 

Price yd. ; post free, ^, 



HATOHARDS, PI7BLISHEBS, PICCADILLY, LONDON* 
And all Booksellers in Town and Country, 
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